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TO HER GRACE THE 
DVTCJfESS OF 0X3f0Nn. 



Madami 

Tufnvilege ef poettf) (9r it ma^ be tie vamty of tie 
freUndtrs to it) Aas givem *em a kind of r^bi to pretend 
at the fame timef to thefa^ur of thofe^ whom their fngb 
M and excellettt ^toBtiei have placed in a very £fiin» 
i«/]^g mamur above the refi of the world. If this hi 
notareceivedmaximf ytt I am fare I am to wi/h it nvere^ 
that I nu^y home at leafi fame kind of excufe for laying 
this tragedy at your Grace* t feet • I have too much reafon 
to fear that it may prove but an indifferent entertionmi/U 
to your Gractffmcef if I have any way fucceeded tH it, 
t^bat been in dejcribing thofe vioknt pqffiont which have 
hten (dwayt firangert tofo happy a temper^ and fo mAh 
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and fo exalted a virtue as your Grace is mi/irefs of, 
Tetf for all thisj I cannot but confefs the vanity wbicb 
I have, to hope that there may be fomethingfo moving in 
the misfortunes and di/trefs of the flay, as may be not 
altogether unworthy of your Grocers pity. This is one 
of the main defignt of tragedy ; and to extite this generous 
j^ty in the greatefl minds, may pafsfor fome kind offuc' 
cefs in this way of writing, I am fenfible of the pre* 
fum^ion / am guilty of by this hope, and how much it is 
that I pretend to in your Grace^s approbation ; if it be 
my good fortune to meet with any little fhare of it, IJhall 
always look upon it as much more to me than the general 
applaufe of the theatre, or even the praife of a good cri* 
tick. Tour Grace's name is the beft prote8ion this play 
can hope for ; Jince the world, ill-natured as it is, agrees 
in an univerfal refpe5 and deference for your Grace* s per-- 
fon and chara&er. In fo cenforious an age as this is, 
where maKce furni/hes out all the public converfations^ 
where every body pulls and is pulled to pieces of courfe, 
and where there is hardly foch a thing as being merry, 
but at another's expence ; yet by a^public and uncommon 
jujlice to the Dutchefs of Ormonfii her name has never 
been mentioned, but as it ought, though Jhe has beauty 
enough to provoke detrailion from the^faireji of her own 
fex, and virtue enough to make the loofe and difolute of 
the other (a very formidable party) her enemies. In-' 
fiend of this, they agree to fay nothing of her but what 
Jhe deferves. That her foirit is worthy of her birth; 
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barfweeimfsi jy the love and reJfeS of all the worlds 
berfietyf of her reSgion ; herfetvice^ of her royal mf 
trefe ; and her hkuviy atui truths of her lord;' that^ in 
fhort^ every pari of her charaQer it ju/ly and thatjhf 
is the hefi reward for one of the greateft heroes this age 
has produced* This^ Madam, is what you mu/l al' 
low people every where to fay ; thofe whom youfhaU 
kave behind you in England will have fomething fur" 
iber to add, the lofs we fhall fuffer by your Grace's 
journey to Ireland ; the ^teen's pleafure, and the im^ 
patient wifhes of that nation, are about to deprive us of 
mr public ornaments. But there is no arguing againjl 
rtajons fo prevalent as thefe. Thofe who fhaH lament 
jour Graces ahfence, will yet acquiefce in the wifdom 
and ju/iice of her Majeflfs choice : among all whofe 
royal favours^ none could befo agreeable, upon a thou/an J 
accounts, to that people, as the Duld of Ormond. With 
what joy, what acclamations fhall they meet a Governor, 
who, befide their former obligations to his fanuly, has 
]6 lately ventured his Ufe and fortune for thar preferva* 
fkm I What duty, what fubmi/Jion fhall they not pay 
to that authority which the ^een has delegated to a 
ferfonfo dear to them ? jindwith what honour, what 
refpeQ, fhall they receive your Grace, when they look 
upon you as the noblefl and heft pattern her Majefly could 
fend them, of her own royal goodnefs, and perfonal vir^ 
tues ? They fhall behold your Grace with the fame pleO' 
fure the Englifh fhaU take, whenever it fhall be their 
good fortune to fee you return again to your native coun* 
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Wy. In Efighmdy yiwr ^t«aee is htcome a pt6Uc xon- 
tern ; and as ymtr g§tng away 'witt le -attended wkh -a 
^neraiforromff fo your return Jhail pve as general 4 jvy ; 
and to iwne efihofe many^ mwe than to, 

Madanif 

Tour Groups mtfi thtdrnt, /md 

M^ humhUfomfOHt^ 



I(oTE.— This Deidication is a model of fervility !n addrdTtng 
the Grcat.-^Onc further obfcrtation may ht made; thrdugh 
twp -fages v4»crewT Jhall recurs, he ought to have urittctt 
^iH' TH-e SfiiToft* 
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NICHOLAS ROWE. 



Kjcholas Rowfwas tbe fi>a <of Jorn Rov^, lEJS^ 
Seijeant at Law — A flact cattod Little JBetkfbrd in 
Sedibrdfliure had iihe tontar of the birth of ^ 
Poet in the year 1673.— A private feminary at 
Highgate gave him the rudiments of learning, and^ 
that he might be perfe^ as a clafEc, he was fent to 
Weftmmfter, under Bufby. 

His father, defigning him for his own profeflion, 
entered him at 16 years of age a Student of the 
Middle Temple, but he was deftined to rife alone in 
the Temple of the Mufes — He had fome law there 
is no doubt, but he had more poetry. 

Bufinefs of a graver nature, however, he at a 
diftant period accepted — he was Under-Secrcury 
to the Duke of Queenfberry, when that Nobleman 
was Secretary of State. 

Under the reign of George 1. he united two emo- 
luments not often combined, for he became Foei 
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Lanreat and Laod-Sunreyor of the Caftoms — He 
wasy further. Clerk of the Prince's Council, &c. 
but death fhiftrated the honours of Office^ Dec. 6» 
17189 in the 45th year of his age. 

He fought the public approbation by various 
channels — ^He edited Shakspeare — ^he tranflated 
LucAN, and he compofed the following Plays. 

Ambitious Stepmother 1 700 Ulyjfes — 1 706 

Tamerlane — 1702 Royal Convert 1 708 

Fmr Penitent 1703 Jane Shore — 1713 

Biter — 1705 Jane Gray — ^l^S 



FAIR PENITENT. 



This Tragedy has the ufual charafteriftics of Rows 
— Suavity — Pomp — a fententious Morality — ^little ac- 
tion» iefs paiEon. He wins upon the ear-*he never 
irrefiftibly feizes on the heart* 

Dramatically, Rowe rauft be conddered as the 
founder of a fubordtnate idea of the nature, of Tragic 
ftrudure^^He is content to be graceful, slnd occ^- 
(ionally aims to be grand — ^his cfaaraders feoth ind 
fatiate — ^they are wearifomcly uniform— Synipathy he 
has feldom the fecret to xrommand — Shorb does 
draw tears, and only Shore. 

This play befpeaks///i&m reading, and yet of Italian^ 
Rows knew fo little that he founds Sciolto a txif* 
fyllable. What is kis merit it may be aflced ? — moral 
purpofe? not always. Verfification is nearly the 
whole of it.-^But though majdftlc and harmonious, it 
is too perpetually polifhed — his lines are not fuflici- 
ently broken by paufes. 
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Long has the fate ofHngs animfiru Utn 

The common hw*neft of the tragic fcene^ 

At ifmiiforttme made the throne b^rfiai^ 

And non^ cquU h unha/fy^ h^ the gresf. 

Dforly^ *tuirue, each htyj/h^crowtt be wearif 

And mofi) arc the m^bty nmmrch*t caret t 

Bff9ff{gnfiKt af\dkome4nredfa^ni prefix 

Few are thjoys he ino^t^s, andjbort hU hoi^e ofrefi^ 

Stories liie thefe with wonder ^^iv may hear ; 

But far remote^ andin a higher fpherty 

Wf n^er ^anfity what vie ne^er caajban i 

l^ke difiant hatOes t^the Pok aU (wedtf 

Which frngaJ citizens 9^4r£offareadt 

Qarekfsfor whoJb^MfaUor tvhqfiiceeed* 

Therefore an humbler tbme our author ehofe^ 

A melancholy tale ^private woes f 

No princes here Iqfl royalty hemoar{^ 

But you fhall meet withforrows Hie your own : 

fferefte imperious love his vqffafs treat 

As hardly as ambition does the great ; 

See how fucceedmg palfions rage by turns ^ 

Honu fierce the youth tuithjoy and rapture burns ^ 

And how to death f for beauty lofly he mounu. 
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Let no nice tafie H^tfMl^s afi arrig^^ 
If fome frail mcunu charaSert hefiign : 
Who 'writest Jh9MjtSiIafmlmr^A& care, 
Mixjbades whh lights^ wuimt faint all things fair, 
Butjhetvym men and'VJomen as they are. 
With deference h tie/air, he tade v/tefd^^ 
F^jo ib yerfedthm ever found the nxay :- 
Many in many parts ^r/ inirum P exfef, 
But •^tt#h^ <od iksrdfor one to aS all welt; 
Whomjt^ly l^e 'tvould through eachfcfifa cofitmHtdj 
ThenuAdj 'Aewife^ themijirefsy and the friend ; 
This dgey Ub frne^ has one grH^ fttjl^ctfdp^f 
AndHtafif^n^ mjujRcef made that one a queen. 



DRAMATIS PSR50NJS. 



DRURT^LANE. 



Men. 

SciOLTO, a nobUmMH of Genoa - - Mr. Aickin. 
Altamont, a young lord^ in love wtb 

Califta - - - . - Mr. Barrvmore. 

Horatio, bis friend - - - Mr. Benuey. 
Xx>thario, a young lord and enemy to Al« 

tamont - - - - Mr. Palmer. 

RossANOj hu friend • - - Mr. William cs. 

Women, 

Calista, i/tfir^^/br/tfSciolto - • Mrs. Siddons. 
L.AVINIA, Jifier to Altamont, and wife 

to Horatio - - - . Mrs. Ward. 

hvciLLAf eoufideni to Ca.M9, - - Mifs Palmer. 



COFSNT-GARDEN. 


ScioLTO, a noUeman of Genoa 
AltamoNT, a young lord, in lame tvitb 

Califta . . . - 
HoiATlo, bis friend - - - 
I.07HARI0, a young lord, and enemy to Al- 

tamont - - - - 
Ross A NO, bis friend, • - - 

Camsta, daugbter to Sciolto 


Men, 
Mr. Aickin. 

Mr. &rren. 
Mr. Harley. 

Mr. Holm an. 
Mr. Evatt. 

Women, 
Mifs Brunton. 



iuAYiniA^ Jijler to Altamont, and wife ta^ 

Horatio ., - - - Mifs Chapman. 
LuciLLA, confident to Califta - - Mifs Stuaxt. 

Servants to Sciolto. 

Scene, Scioho^sfalace and garden, tuitbfime />art of tbejlreet m 
it, in Genoa. 
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ACTL SCENE L 

mmmaaoESBsassai^BBaBtam 

A garden helonging to Sciolto's palace. Enter 
Altamont and Horatio. 



jiitamont. 

Let this aulpiciou^ day be ever iacred^ 

No mournbgy dq misfortunes happen on it : 

Let it be marl^M for triumphs and rejoicings ; 

Let happy lovers ever make it holy, 

Choofe it to blefs their hopes, and crown their wiflies. 

This happy day, that gives me my Califta. 

Hon Yes, Altamont ; to-day thy better ftars 
Are join'd to (hed their kindefi influence on thee ; 
Sciolto's noUe hand that rais'd thee firfl. 
Half dead and drooping o'er thy father's grave. 
Completes it's bounty, and reftores thy name 
To Uiat high rank and luftre which it boafted^ 
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Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot 

The merit of thy god-like father's arms ; 

Btfbre that countiy, ^iCh he long IntdfirPd. 

In watchful councils, and In iSvfftW-eMipS, 

Had caft off his white age to want and wretchednefs^ 

And made their court to fa^n by his ruin. 

Alt, Oh, great Sciolto ! Oil, my more than father! 
Let me not live, but at tby very name 20 

My eager hfeatt fprings up, and leftfs with joy. 
When 1 for g e t ikt r aft , Taft d«4rt I twrc thee— 
Forget! (but 'tis impoiEble) then let me 
Forget the ufe aod jiri«ik^e of realoD, 
Be driven froaiiihg.^aaMBeaBg ^ jnanlf ind, 
To wander in the defert among brutes, 
** To bear die various Xviry of the &afoQS, 
" The night's wjwbol&me.dewj>ii4 poo»-day'sheat.*' 
To be the fcom ^tf^ wA €W^ ^ Heav'n ! 

Hon So open, fo unbounded was his goodnefs. 
It reach'd ev'n me, becaufe I was thy friend. 
When that great num I lov'd, thy noble fether, 
Bequeath'd thy gentfefiftet to my atftiS, 
His laft dear pledge afid legacy ttffittiiMp, 
That happy tld madie me "Scloltd'S foil ; 
He call'd us his, irtd, with a parefit's fphdriefe. 
Indulged us in tus Wealth, blefe'd us with plenty. 
Heard all Our cares, and fweeteh*d love itfelf. 

j^. By H6av*n he fbuiid my fortunes fo aban- 
doned, 
That nothing tut a mifacle c6uld raife *em 2 40 

My fether*s botiflty, and the ftate^s ingratitude. 
Had ftrippM htm bare, nor Jeft him eV'n a grave. 
Undoiie myfetf atid Utildng with hid mtt. 



Act X. THE FAfU mUTmst* ^S 

I had DO weaMi tO'farwg, m^tiuBg ft#iiiecoiif Ud^ 
But fruitkls tean. ' 

Bar. Yet wfautithMoodd'^ltoftdklft, 
And didft it like a fon ; when his hardcfedstors, 
Urg'd and affftoi by LodrniVs bthatt 
(Foe to di^ iiouTe, jmd sini of ihehr §nratite&} 
By ientcace 9f the onid kwliorbid 
His TeotfiUecffrpfe to refkinxirdiy 
Thou gav'ft thyfelf a ranfom for hit imieB | 
With {Hstsy iiiwiwiminn didft givs up 
Thy hopeitd jQsditoS&fts who ne'er knew aitrcyt * 
Clour, unveieotiagy flMoey^loviag yiUasnty 
Who laugh at human nature and forgiv^odfi, 
And aire like £cndsy the hAars of ddlniifiiaa. 
Heav'ny who bohdd the pious aft, lf|^ov!d it^ 
And bade Sckhd's bouot j km its prikxfy 
To bleft thy ftiai tittle with dhundanfc; 6d 

^iir. But &e ho cDmes, the author of cny happitttffi^ 
The man who fanr'd my liie fronudeadiy ibrrapwy 
Who bids «y days be Ueilb with poace and plenty. 
And fatis&Qs my foul with lore andlieaiQty. 

Enf€r Scioj-Tjpi^; i^ runs to AhTAHOJiT^ 4inJ. 
cwiraces him* 

S0, Joy io thee, Alumoot! Joytomyfi^l 
Joy to this happy mom that makes thee mine ; 
That kindly grants what nature had denied me. 
And makes me fiither of a fon like thee* 

^Zr. My fiither! Oh, let me unlade my bceaft. 
Pour outt^e fuinels of my foidfaefbne you ; 
Shew every tcodec, crery gritefiii thought, . ' 

This wond'rous goodnefs ftirs. But 'tis im]^o{fi!lAt, 
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And utterance aU iff vile ; -fince I can only 
Swear you reign here, but never tell how much. 

** Set. It is enough ; I know thee, thou art ho< 
neft ; 
*^ Goodnefs innate, and worth hereditary 
** Are in thy mind ; thy noble father's virtues 
" Spring frefhly forthf and bloflbm in thy youth. 

** jiU. Thus Heav n from nothing rais'd his faint 
creatiODf . i . .. 

** And then, with wondrous joy, beheld its beauty, 
** Well pleas'd to fee the excellence he gave." 8 1 

Set. O, noble youth ! I fwear.lince firft I knew 
thee, 
Ev'n from that day jof forrows when I faw thee, 
Adom*d and lovely in thy filial tears. 
The mourner and redeemer of thy father, 
I fet thee down, and feal'd thee for my own : 
Thou art my foo, ev'n near me as Califla. 
Horatia and Lavinia too are mine ; {^Embraces Hor. 
All are my children, and fhall fhare my heart. 
But wherefore wafle we thus this happy day ? 
The laughing minutes fummon thee to joy. 
And with new pleafures court thee as they pafs ; 
Thy waiting bride ev'n chides thee for delaying, 
And fwears thou com'ft not with a bridegroom's hafle. 
• Alt. Oh ! could I hope there was one thought of 

Altamont, 
One kind remembrance in Califta's breail. 
The winds with all thdr wings would be too flow 
To bear me to her feet. For, Oh, my father ! 
Amidft the ibream of joy that bears me on. 
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Bieft as I am, and honour'd in your fnendfliip, 1 00 
There is one pain that hangs upon my heart. 
Set, What means my fbn ? 
M. When at your interceiEon, 
Laft nighty CaMa yielded to my happinefs, 
Juil ere we parted* as I feal'd my vows 
W^th rapture on her lipy, 1 found her cold, 
As a dead lover's ftatue on his tomb $ 
A rifing florm of paffion fhook her breaft. 
Her eyes a piteous fhow'r of tears let fall. 
And then fhe (igh'd, as if her heart were breaking. 
With all the tend'reft eloquence of love 
I begg'd to be a fharer in her grief: 
But (he, with looks averfe, and eyes that froze me, 
Sadly replied, her forrows were her own. 
Nor in a father's power to difpofe of. 

ScL Away I it is the cozenage of their fex ; 
Ooe of the common arts they pradtife on us : 
To figh and weep then when their hearts beat high 
With expedation of the coming joy. 
Thou hdA in camps, and fighting fields been bred, 
Unknowing in the fubtleties of women ; 121 

The virgin, bride, who fwoons with deadly fear, 
To fee the end of all her vriihes near, 
When blufhing, from the light and public eyes. 
To the kind covert of the night fhe flies, 
With equal fires to meet the bridegroom moves. 
Melts in his arms, and with a loofe fhe loves. lExemt* 

Enter Lothario anJ Rossano. 
Letb. The fatheri and the hufband ! 



Ros. Let dicm pris» 
They fawas not. 

Loth. I care not if they did^ 
Ere long I mean to met 'cm fece tcfece, 
And gall 'em with roytriumpho*^ Califhi, 
, Ros. You lov'd her once. 

Lotb. I lik*d her, woald hwt nyarry*d her, 
But that it pleas'd her father to refbTe me. 
To make this honcmrable fool her-htrfbind : 
For which, if I forgrt him, may the fhame 
ImeaQ4o^pandl>is name with, ftickonmme. 

Ros. She, ^entkfottl, wa^ binder i9nm %eT Earthen 

Loth. She was, and oft hi ^ rmtte gshre txtt heaxiag ; 
Till, by long Mining to the foofliing taSe, 
At length her cafy heart was "WhoBy mine. 

Ros. I*ve heard you oft defcribe her, teigfhfy, in- 
fblent, 
And fiefce VWi Wgh difflain 1 ft motrcBtny wohder, 
That virtue, £hus defended, -fhbtM 'beaded 
A prey to loofe ddiifes* 

Loih. Heat iSicn, l*fl teH thee : 
Once in a lone ^aird fecret !)<mr of ini^t, 
When eir^ry-eyt l^ats dto^, ^fl Ae 'p9Stfno6n 
And ftars alone fhone confcions of dife tlhrft, 
Hot withilbt Tdcun gtdHptf and ihigh in Mcybd, 
Hap'ly 1 ftoJexnAecdedtt) her chamber. 

Ros. Thatitnh(rte'furtA)(fto lucky. 

Lt/tHf. C^, ♦twas gfeaV! 
I found the fond, believinyg, loye-ficknaid, 
Loofe, unattir^d; warm, tender, full of wiifhcs ; 
Fiercenefs and pride, the gaartfiiatai ofher Kotiotjy, 
Were charm'd to reft, and love alone was waking. 
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Within her riling bcffom ^11 was 'oim, 1^ 

As peaceful leas that know no Aorros, ^aod only 

Are gently lifted up and down ty tides. 

I fnatchM the gledoiiB golden qyportunity. 

And with provailit^, youthful ardor pptffsM lier, 

Till with (hort fighs, and murmuring veludkanoey 

The yielding 'feir cme ^ave tne pex^ift laa^inds. 

£v'n all ikt liTe-long nig^ we pcffs'-ddto bUfs, 

In ecfbacies too fierce to liA'for ever^ 

At length the mom and cold 4ndiirerence cime.; 

When, fully &ted with the luTcious ^bsmg[ttet, 

1 haftily took leare, and teft tht tiymph 

To think on what was pafb» and figh -afoot. 

Ros» "You faw her ibon again ? 

LotL Too foon 1 faw lier ^ 
For, Oh ! that meeting was not like fhe former: 
I found my heart no more beat hi^^ with tranfport» 
No more I fig^M, and languiflf d for enjoymoot ; 
Twaspafty jtodteaTontoolcfier torn to reign, 
' WMc crery weakncfs fcM before her Aronc. 

Ros. What of the kdy? i»0 

Loth. With uneriy fbndnds 
She hung trpoii me, wept, and 4|Jh?d, and 4wore 
She was undone; ta!k*d of a prieft, «iid mamage ; 
Of fiymg 'wHh fat 4w>m lier fether^ powV ; 
Call'd every faint, andUefied aogd down. 
To witnefs for herthait^ was my wife. 
I ftarted at thtft innie. 

Ros. What "aolfc^r made you? 

LotL lffoBe;%irt]yretendingfodden|)aaandi9k)efs> 
EfeapVl •&€ pciftcution. Twp nights fmce, 
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By meffage urg'd and frequent importunity. 

Again I faw her. Straight with tears and fighsy 

With fwelling breafts, with fwooning, with diftra(5lioni 

With all the fubtleties and powerful arts 

Of wilful woman lab'ring for her purpofe, 

Again (he told the fame dull naufeous tale. 

l^nmov'd, I begg'd her fpare th' ungrateful fubjed, 

Since I refolv'dy that love and peace of mind 

Might Hourifh long inviolate betwixt us^ 

Never to load it with the marriage chain ; 2 oo 

That I would ftill retain her in ray heart, 

My ever gentle miftrefs and my friend ! 

But for thofe other names of wife and hufband, 

They only meant ill nature, cares, and quarrels. 

Ros, How bore fhe this reply ? 

Lath, " Ev'n as the earth, 
** When, winds pent up, or eating fires beneath, 
" Shaking the mafs, fhe labours with deflrudlion.*' 
At firft her rage was dumb, and wanted words ; 
But when the ftorm found way, 'twas wild and loud. 
Mad as the prieftefs of the Delphic god, 
Enthufiaflic pafHon fwell'd her breaf):, 
Enlarged her voice, and ruffled all her form. 
Proud and difdainful of the love I proffei;{d« 
She call*d me Villain ! Monfter ! Bafe Betrayer I 
At lafl, in vpry bitternefs of foul. 
With deadly ipaprecations on herfelf. 
She vow'd feverely ne'er to fee me more ; 
Then bid me fly that minute : I obey*d. 
And, bowing, left her to grow cool at leifure. 220 

Rot. She has relented fince^ elfe why this mefiage, 
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To meet the keeper of her fecrets here 
This morning ? 
Loib. See the perfon whom you nam'd ! 

Enter Lvcilla. 

Welly my ambaiTadrefs, what maft we treat of? 
Come you to menace war, and proud defiance. 
Or does the peaceful olive grace your meflage ? 
Is your ikir miflrefs calmer? Does ihe foiten ? 
And muft we love again ? Perhaps ihe means 
To treat in jundhire with her new ally. 
And make her hufband party to th' agreement. 

Luc. Is this well done, my lord ? Have you put off 
All fenfe of human nature ? Keep a little, 
A little pity, to diftinguifh manhood. 
Left other men, tho' cruel, (hould difclaim you, 
And judge you to be numbered with the brutes. 

LotL I fee thou'ft learn't to rail. 

Luc* I've learnt to weep : 
That lefTon my fad miftrefs often gives me : 
By day fhe ieeks fome melancholy (hade, 240 

To hide her forrows from the prying world ; 
At night fhe watches all the long, long hours. 
And liftens to the winds and beating rain. 
With fighs as loud, and tears that fall as faft. 
Then, ever and anon, (he wrings her hands, 
And cries, falfe, falfe Lothario ! 

Loth* Oh, no more ! 
1 fwear thou'lt fpoil thy pretty face with crying. 
And thou haft beauty that may make thy fortune : 
Some keeping cardinal (hall doat upon thee. 
And batter his church treafure for thy frefhnefs. 
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Luc. What! ffafl tfcH myhmocencc and yonth. 
For wealth or dtles, to perfidious man !' 
4 many who^ maKes^ iftS' mntn' or our undoing!' 
The bafe, profeft betrayer of our fex ! 
Let me grow old in* alf miifbrtune^ elfe, 
Rathfcr than: know the: ihn-Qwar of CaliAa ! 

Lotbir Boer file ftsad dier to/ chide in hen behalf \ 
I fwear tfaou daft it. with & good a grac&> 
That I could almoft love thee fbr thy-ftowningi. 260 
Luc. R^adthcKy myldrd^ there, in her own fad 
lines, \_Gtving a^ Imer. 

Which' beft can tell thcr iftoiy of her woes, 
Thktgrief of heart which your unkindnefs gives her. 

[Lothario reaek* 
Tour cruelty'-^beMence to. nu^. faAcr^-^Gw n^ band 
t9 JlUamont. 
By Heav'ft 'tis well ! fuch ever be die gifts 
With which I greet the man whom my foul hates. 

But to go on ! 

^...^JVifth^--^Heart^-'^H^wm r ■ ■■■ i ao faithhfs ■ 

Weahnefs^—'-^tfhmQrraw lafi tmvibh - l ofi Califta. 

Women, I fee, can change as well as men. 

She writes me here, forfaken as I am^ 

That I fhould Innd my brows with mournful willow> 

For fhe has giv*n her hand to Altamont : 

Yet, tell the fair inconflant 

Luc. How, my lord ! 

Loth. Nay, no more angry words : fay to Califta, 
The humblefV of her flaves fhali wait her plcafure ; 
If fhe can leave her happy hufband's arms. 
To think upon fo lofl a thing as I am. 
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Wound not her heart with this unmanly triumpft*; 
Aadf. tls0»'you love her no^ jti^hf9» you d^ 
8d fhall. diftmbiiag OBce be imdous in yoa^ 

jLftf; Ttie ttvidegroon's friendly Htfrstio. 
Hi»iiiiifll'net'f(iieii«<hc»eii Tti^-morfow'early 
Btt at the g»id«s^gi^v 

Lati^ Baur-mmytoye 

My kindeft thoughts, and fwMH 1 wiH fMW Ciil ht n . 

[Lothario /fi/^^ 1^ /Ar ilr//^ bafiily, dropi 
it as he goes out* 

[£xf2m/Lothin9tfMiiMEttKi(o»r «iwjFrI<^>«il^ mnther. 

Enter Horatio. 

tior. Sure ''tis the* very error of my eyes ; 
Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothario ; 
He feem'd conferring with Califta's woman : 
At my approadr diey ftarted, and retir'd; 
What bufinefs^could he have here, and with her ? 
I know he bears the noble Altamont 
Profeft and deadly hate — ^What paper's this ? 

XXaking up the letter. 
Ha I To Lothario !— 's death ! Cilifla's name ! 

\Openmg it, 
Confufion and' misfortunes ! [^Reads. 

* Your cruelty has at length determined me, and I 

* have refolv'd this- morning to yield a perfe^ obe- 
' dience to my father, and to give my hand to Alta- 
' mont, in lj)ite of my weaknefs for the falfe Lotha- 

* rio. I could almoft wifh I had that heart, and that 
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* honour to beftow with it, which you have robb'd 

* me of: 

Damnation to the reft (^Reads agam* 

* But, Oh! I fear, could I retrieve 'em, I (hould again 
' be undone by the too faithlefs, yet too lovely Lo- 

* thario. This is the laft weaknefs of my pen, and 
' to-morrow fhall be the laft in which I will indulge 

* my eyes. Lucilla (hall condudt you, if you are kind 

* enough to let me fee you ; it fhall be the laft trouble 
^ you (halJ meet with from 

* the loji Califta,' 

The loft, indeed ! for thou art gone as far 
As there can be perdition. Fire and fulphur ! 
Hell is the fole avenger of fuch crimes. 
Oh, that the ruin were but all thy own ! 
Thou wilt even make thy father curfe his age ; 
At fight of this black fcroU, the gentle Altamont 
(For, Oh ! I know his heart is fet upon thee) 320 
Shall droop, and hang his difcontented head. 
Like merit fcorn'd by infolent authority, 
And never grace the public with his virtues. — 
*' Perhaps even now he gazes fondly on her, 
** And, thinking foul and body both alike, 
" Bleffes the perfedl workmanfhipof Heav'n \. 
'* Then fighing, to his ev*ry care fpeaks peace, 
>' And bids his heart be fatisfied with happinefs. 
'^ Oh, wretched hufband ! while fhe hangs about thee 
'' With idle blandifhments, and plays the fond one, 
" Ev'n then her hot imagination wanders, 
" Contriving riot, and loofe Tcapes of love ; 
*' And while fhe clafps thee clofe, makes thee a mon- 
fter.'* 
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What if I give this paper to her father ? 
It follows that his jufbice dooms her dead. 
And breaks his heart with forrow ; hard return 
For all the good his hand has heap'd on us ! 
Hold, let me take a moment's thought 

Enter laAwmA. 

Lav. My lord ! 
Truft me, it joys my heart that I have found you. 
Enquiring wherefore you had left the company, 341 
Before my brother's nuptial rites were ended. 
They told me you had felt fome fudden illnefs. 
Where are you fick ? Is it your head ? your heart ? 
Tell me, my love, and eafe my anxious thoughts. 
That I may take you gently in my arms. 
Sooth you to reft, and foften all your pains. 

Nor. Itwereunjuft — No, let me fpare my friend, 
Lock up the fatal fecret in my breaft, 
Nor tell him that which \idll undo his quiet. 
Lav. What means my lord ? 
Hor* Ha ! faidft thou, my Lavinia ? 
Lav. Alas ! you know not what you make me 
fiiffer. 
Why are you pale ? Why did you ftart and tremble ? 
Whence is that (igh ? and wherefore are your eyes 
Severely rais'd to Heav'n ? The fick man thus, 
Acknowledging the fummons of his fate, 
Lifts up his feeble hands and eyes for mercy, 
And with confufion thinks upon his exit. 

Hon Oh, no! thou haft miftook my ficknefs quite ; 
Thcfepaogsareofthcfoul. Wou'dlhadraet a^6\ 
B 
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Sharpeft convulfiops, fpo^4p^ftiki?Ce» 

Or any other tieadly fpe to life 

Rather tb^ h^ave h^oe^th tk^p lQ^q£tbP^g\l^ I 

Lav. Akfi I what U it ? " W<iwfc«*^ *Wa» 7^^ 
from no? ? 
** Why did you falfcly call me your Lavinia, 
*' Andfwear I was Horatip's l?et$er half, 
*' Since now you mourn unkindly by yourfelf, 
*' And rob me of my partnerfhip of fftda^lii i 
" Witni^fs, ye My paw^ra* wl>o kP9W nay tfufji^ 
*' There qaju^t b^ a qb^uc^ i^ l^f^i fi> mifeca^l^A 
" Nothwg lb v^y h v4 bijt. I qq^ h«»r it« 
''Much rathp- th^n my lo?e (tmH tr<^»t o^e coKMy» 
*' Ad4 ufc nxe lil^e a fjif^ger to. bi^ h/jg^ju'* 

J?br. See]^QQttok^pwwh{Ltt\y9uldbide&QniLal|, 
But moft from tl^ee. I n^y^jr kn^ a pkafor^ 
Ought thai: was jpyfulj fprt^p»t»i or good. 
Byt ftraight 1 ran to bleff thee \yjftb tl>§ tiding«» 
^Vnd laid up ail ipy happfoefsi with tbge ; 
But wherefpre, wherefore (bquld I give A«q patB ? 
Then fpare me, I conjure thee ; aflc qp jyrtber ; j8i 
Allow my melancholy tbpu^^ this priyijege, 
An4 kt 'em brood in ftcret p'er tbfiir fprrows. 

Lav» It is enough ; chide not, and all is well ! 
Forgive me if I faw you f^A, £ior^Mo». 
And afli'd tp weep put p,art pf ypvir mijiforiunes : 
I wo* npt prefs to kpow w^^t you f^^rbid me. 
Yet, my lov'd lord, yet ^QU ^kvfik &^^^ nj« ^^h 
Forget your cares for tbi? qpg feitfipji d4y> 
Devote this day to mi|tb> ap4 tp ymt AJtamont j 
For his dear k^p let peace be in yqi^r IpQiJlgs. 
E V 'n pow tbci jo9upfi bridegr^n^ wait$ jspm" wifbcs, 
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He thinks lAie prieft has btxt half blefs'd his marriage^ 
Till his friend hails him with the found of joy. 

Hon Qby aevcTi never, never! Thou art innocent r 
Simplicity from ifl, pure native truth, 
And candour of the mind, adorn thee ever ; 
But dierc are fiieh, fuch falfe ones, in the world, 
TuroukL fill thy gentle foul with wild amazement 
To hear their ftory told. 400 

irfBK Fdfii OIM0, myim^r 

Hor, Fatally fair they are, and in their fmiles 
The graces, litde ioveet and y«uiig defires inhabit ; 
But all that gaxe upon 'ti»aM widefte : 
For they are fiilfe, luxurious in their appetitesy 
And aUtht Hes^^a they hope ibr 19 variety r 
One lover to another ftill fucceeds. 
Another, and another after that. 
And the laft fool is welcome as. the former {, 
Till having lov'd his hour out, he gives place,. 
And mingles with the herd that went before him. 

Lav. Can there be fuch, and have they peace pf 
mind'? 
Have they, in afl the feries of their changing» 
One hap{/y hour ? If women are fuch things. 
How was 1 formM fo different from my fex ! 
My little heart is fktisfied with you ; 
Yon take up aH her room, as in a cottage * ,, 

Which harbours fome benighted princely flranger^. 
Where the good man, proud of his hofpitaljtyj / 
Yields all his homdy dwelling tp his guefty 42 ch 
And hardly keeps a corner for himfelf, 

B2 
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Hot, Oh} were they all like thee, men would adore 
'em. 
And all the bufinefs of their lives be loving ; 
The nuptial band fhould be the pledge of peace. 
And all domeilic cares and quarrels ceafe ; 
The world ihould learn to love by virtuous rules. 
And marriage be no more the jeft. of fools. [^Exeunt* 
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A HaU, Enter Calista atul Lucilla. 

CaS/la* 

J8k dumb for ever, filent as the grave, 
Nor let thy fond officious love difturb 
My folemn fadnefs with the found of joy. 
If thou wilt footh me, tell fome difmal tale 
Of pining difcontent, and black defpair ; 
For, Oh ! I've gone around through all my thoughtSf 
But all are indignation, love, or (hame. 
And my dear peace of mind is loft for ever. 

Luc. Why do you follow ftill that wand'ring fire. 
That has milled your weary fteps, and leaves you 
Benighted in a v^demefs of woe. 
That falfe Lothario ? Turn from the deceiver ; 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont, 
<' Kind as the fofteft virgin of our fex, 
** And faithful as the fimple village fwain. 
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" That never knew the courtly vice of changlngyf' 
Sighs at your feet, and woos you to be happy. 

Cal. Away ! 1 think not of him. My fad foui 
Has form'd a difmal melancholy fcene, '1 

Such a retreat as I would wifh to find ; - 20 

An unfrequented vale, o'ergrown with trees 
Mofly and old, within whofe loneibme (hade 
Ravens, and birds ill-omen'd only dwell : 
No found to break the filence, but a brook 
That bubbling winds among the weeds : no mark 
. Of any human fhape that had been there, 
Unlefs a Skeleton of fome poor wretch, 
Who had long fince, like me, by love undone, 
Sought that fad place out, to defpair and die in. 
Luc, Alas, for pity{ 
Cal* There I fain would hide me 
From the bafe world, from malice, and from (hame ; 
For 'tis the folemn counfel of my foul 
Never to live with public lofs of honour : 
Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the iqfolence 
Of each affedled (he that tells my ftory. 
And bleffes her good ftars that (he is virtuous. 
To be a tale for fools 1 Scorned by the women. 
And pity'd by the men I Oh, infupportable ! 

Luc* Can you perceive the manifeft deftru^ipn, 
The gaping gulf that opens juft before you, 4 1 

And yet ru(h on, tho' confcious of the danger ? 
Oh, hear me, hear your ever faithful creature ! 
By all the good I wi(h, by all the ill 
My trembling heart forebodes, let me intreat you, 
Never to fee this faithlefs man again ; 
Let me forbid his coming. 
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CjUL Oil % life 

I charge chee «o : my gttkivm dmts me on | 
I wn&f I ^11 behold him once again : 
Perhaps it is the criCs of my fate, 
An4 this one intemew (fatll end tiiy caret. 
My lab'riag hettt cbtt fveds -witli iadigmtiORy 
Heaves to difcharge fhe burtbeA ; that once dooe^ 
The bufy thing AiaU reft tmhio its cell} 
And never beat again. 

Ltic. Trail Aot !• that : 
Rage is the fhiHteft paiGon of oiir feuls : 
Like narrow brooks that rife with ftrdden lhow*rS| 
It fwells in hafte, and ^Is again as foon ; 60 

Still as it ebbs t^e fofter thoughts flow m, 
And the deceiver Love fupplies its place. 

CaL I have been wrongM enough to arm my temper 
Agwoft the finooth delufion ; but alas ! - 
(Chide not my weaknefs, gende maid, but pity me) 
A woman's foftaefe hangs abodt me ftill : 
Then let me biufh, add tell thee all my folly. 
I fwear I could not fee the deir hetrayef 
Kneel at my feef , and figh to be fergiteit. 
But my felendfig hevt would pardon atl^ 
And quite ferget 'twas he that had unddfte me. 

Lw. *• Ye feered powers, whofe gracious piDvi- 
denee 
•* Is watchful for our good, guard me from mren, 
** From their deceitful tongues, their vows, and flirts- 

teries $ 
** StiH let nae pafs negle^Jted by their eyes, 
** Let my bloom wither> and my form decay, 
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*' That none ma)r thtok tt worth his while to mia 

me) 
** And fbtftl loTC iiiiiy never be my bane," [^*//. 

Col. Ha^ Alttotdnt } Cafifta, now be vvaty, 
And guard ^j fodl'a accefTes with difTeifibliiyg : 60 
Nor let this IvofHle bu^aftd's eyes ekpldre 
The warring paffiohS} and ttin^uititbus thonghtr, 
That rage within th^e, and dcfotm thy realbft. 

Errier Altamont. 

jib. Begcnfie, my cares, I give you to the winds^ 
Far to be borte, far firoih the hippy Altartbnt ; 
^ F6i- frc«h this facred ^k of rtiy loV^, 
" A better ordfcr of focceeding diys 
«« Gomes fmiling fotwafd, ttrhfte ind facky dl.** 
Califta is the miftrefs of this year ; 
She crowns the feafon with aufpicixnis beauty, 
And bid* ef h all my houts be gddd and jdyfuL 

Cal, If 1 were fcrer miftrefs of fich hilppinefs, 
Oh ! wherefore did I play th* unthrifty fool. 
And, wafting all on others^ t&a?e myfelT 
Without one th6ught of joy to give me comfort ? 

M. CHii hiighty Lore ! Shill tiiat feir ftce pttjfane 
This thy great feftival with frOwns ^d fadnfefs ! 
I fwear It fhall littt bij for I ^11 woo thee 
With fighs fo mdtingi with fo warm a trahljjort. 
That thou (halt eateh the g^le flame from me, i 00 
And kindle ihttt j6y* 

Col. I tbll thee^ Altdihont^ 
Such hearts as durs ^ere ncvelr jiair'd abori r 
Ill-fuited to eAch other % Join'd, Wt ntatchM ; 



$% THE FAIR PENITENT. Act II. 

Some fullen influence, a foe to both* 

Has wrought this fatal marriage to undo us. 

Mark but the frame and temper of our minds^ 

How very much we differ. Ev'n this day. 

That fills thee with fuch ecftacy and tranfport. 

To me brings nothing that (hould make me blefs it^ 

Or think it better than the day before, 

Or any other in the courfe of time, 

That duly took its turn, and was forgotten. 

jflt. If to behold thee as my pledge of happinefs, 
To know none fair, none excellent but thee ; 
If fiill to loye thee with unwearied conflancy, 
** Through evVy feafon, ev'ry change of life, 
** Thro* wrinkled age, thro* ficknefs and misfortune," 
Be worth the leaft return of grateful love, 
Oh, theik let my Califla blefs this day, 120 

And fet it down for happy. 

Cal. 'Tis the day 
In which my father gave my hand to Altamont ; 
As fuch, I will remember it for ever. 

Enter Sciolto, Horatio, am/ Latin 1 a. 

Scio. Let mirth go on, let pleafure know no paufe, 
But fill up ev'ry minute of this day. 
Tis yoitfs, my children, facred to your loves ; 
The glorious fun himfelf for you looks gay ; 
He (hints for Alumont and for Califba. 
I^ there be mufic ; let the maf^er touch 
The fprightly firing, and fofUy-breathing flute, 
•Till harmony roufe ev'ry gentle pafEon, 
Teach die cold maid to lofe her fears b love, 
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And the fierce youth to knguUh at her feet. 
Begin : ev'n age iticlf is chear'd.with mufic ; 
It wakes a glad remembrance of our youth. 
Calls back paft joys, and warms us bto tranfport. 

[3fujc. 

« SONG, 
" Br MR. CONGREVE. 

^* Ah^fiay ! ahy turn ! ah^ whither would joujiyt 

'* Too cbamungy too rekntkfs mddf 
'* IfoJhw not to conquer i but to Se ; 140 

** Tou of the fearful are afraid. 

•* In vmn Icatt; forjhe^ Bkejle^kig mr^ 

" Whenfrefs*dhyfometempeftuoujwmdf 
" FTtesfmnfierfrom the voice of my deffair^ 
*' Norca/li one pitying boh behuuL** 

Set. Take care my gates be open, bid all welcome ; 
All who rejoice with me to-day are friends : 
Let each indulge his genius, each be glad, 
Jocund and free, and fwell the feaft with mirth ; 
The fprightly bowl ftiall chearfully go round. 
None (hall be grave, nor too feverely wife ; 
LofFes and difappointments, cares and poverty. 
The rich man's infolence, and great man's fcom, 
In wine (hall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will be too fbon to think, and to be wretched. 
Oh, grant, ye powers, that I may fee thefe happy, 

^Pointing to Alt. and Cal. 
Completely bleft, and I have life enough ; 
And leave the reft indifferently to fate. [^Exeunt, 

B3 
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Hor. What if, while all are here ioteot oo reyeUiagi 
I privately went fortb, aad (buffat Lothario ? i6o 
This letter may be forg'd ; perhap* the wantOBDefs , 
Of hi9 vain youtba to ftain a lady's fame i 
P^rbUpi his malice to diflurb my friend. 
Oh, no ! my heart forebodes it muft be true. 
Metiiought, ev'n now, I mark'd the ftarts of guilt 
That (hook her foul % tbo' damn'd difimulation 
Screened her dark thoughts, and fet to public view 
A l})eciou8 face of innocence and beauty, 
" Oh, falfe appearance I What is all our fbvereigoty, 
^* Our boafted pow'r \ When they oppofe their arts, 
** Still they prevail, and we are found their fools.'* 
With fuch fmooth looks, and many a gentle wordy - 
The firf): fair fhe beguil'd her eafy lord ; 
Too blind with love and beauty to beware^ 
He fell unthinking in the fatal fnare ; 
Nor could believe that fuch a heav'nly face 
Had bargain'd with the devil, to damn her wretched 
rtcc. lEstk. 



SCENE IL 

Ti0 StPta mar Sciolto"/ Palace^ ErUer Lothmk) 
and RossAROw 

Lath. To tdl thee then the purport of my thoughts ; 
The lofs of this fond paper would not give me 
A moment of difquiet, were it not i gc 

^y iiiftrument of vengeance oa th» Altaraont ; 
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Therefore I Itieari to wait foirie opfMwtiinity 

Of fptfaldhg itrith tJife riiM Mre iaW th?s morning. 

kdi. i wifti yoixy Sitf to tbihk u^jbri tile dangei* 
Of being feen ; to-day their friends sCf^' roiincl *ttSi i 
And any eye thst fights by chance otk ybii. 
Shall put yout life ahd fafety to the haza^. 

iThej coHfer dfiJt. 

Mhter Horatio. 

Hot. StiH t muff doubt fome myitery of mifchief, 
Som6 artifice beneath. Lothario's father ! 
I knew him welt ; he was fagaeiotis^ cunning. 
Fluent in word^, and bold in* peaceful counfeIs> 
But of a cold, iiiad:iye hand in war ;; 
Yet, with thefe coward's virtues, he undid 
My unfuipe^ing, valiant, honeft friend. 
This fon, if fame miftakes not, is more hot. 
More opcq and unartful — Ha \ he's here! [^Seeing Bimv 

ioiL !D'amnation ( He again ! — ^This fecond time 
To-day he hafs crofa'd me, like my evil genius. 

Hon I fought you. Sir. 

Loth, 'Tis well then 1 am found. , 200 

Hor* *Tis well you are. 'The man who wrongs my 
friend 
To the earth's^ utmoft verge I wouFdpUrfuc. 
No place, tho' e'er Co holy (hould protedf hini j 
Noihape that artful fear e'er form'd (hould hide tiim. 
Till he fair anfwer made, ahd did me juflfice. 

LoiL Ha ! doit thou know me, that I anii Lothano 2^ 
As great a name as this proud city boafts of. 
Who is this mighty man, theo^ this Horatio, 



36 THE FAIR PENITENT. Act 11. 

That I (hould bafely hide me from his anger. 
Left he fhould chide me for his friend's difpleafure ? 

Hor. The brave, 'tis true, do never (hun the light ; 
Juft are their thoughts, and open are their tempers. 
Freely without difguife they love and hate. 
Still are they found in the fair face of day. 
And Heav'n and men are judges of their adions. 

Loth. Such let 'em be of mine; there's not a purpbfe 
Which my foul e'er fram'd, or my hand adled, 
But I could well have bid the world look on. 
And what I once durft do, have dar'd to juftify, 

Hor. Where was this oyen boldnefs, this free fpnit. 
When but this very morning I furpriz'd thee, 221 
In bafe, diflioneft privacy, confulting 
And bribing a poor mercenary wretch. 
To fell her lady's fecrets, ftain her honour. 
And, with a forg'd contrivance, blaft her virtue ? — 
At fight of me thou fled'ft. 

Loth. Ha ! fled from thee ? 

Hor, Thou flcd'ft,and guilt was on thee, lite a thief, 
A pilferer, defcry*d in fome dark corner. 
Who there had lodg'd, with mifchievous intent. 
To rob and ravage at the hour of reft. 
And do a midnight murder on the fleepers. 

Loth. Slave ! villain ! 

\Offtrs to draw^ Rossano holds him. 

Ros, Hold, my lord ! think where you are, 
Think how unfafe and hurtful to your honour 
It were to urge a quarrel in this place. 
And fhock the peaceful city with a broil. 

Loth. Then fince thou doft provoke my vengeance, 
know 
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I would not, for this city's wealth, for all 

"Which the fea wafts to our Ligurian fhore, 24b 

But that the joys I reaped with that fond wanton. 

The wife of Altamont, fhould be as public 

As is the noon-day fun, air, earth, or water. 

Or any common benefit of nature. 

Thiok'ft thou I meant the fharae Ihould be conceal'd ? 

Oh, no ! by hell and vengeance, all I wanted 

Was fome fit meflenger to bear the news 

To the dull doating hufband : now I have found him. 

And thou art he. 

Hor. I hold thee bafe enough 
To break through law, and fpum at facred order. 
And do a brutal injury Hke this. 
Yet mark me well, young lord ; I think Califta 
Too nice, too noble, and too great of foul. 
To be the prey of fuch a thing as thou art. 
Twas bafe and poor, unworthy of a man. 
To forge a fcroU ib villanous and loofe. 
And mark it with a noble lady's name : 
Thefe are the mean diihoneft arts of cowards. 
Strangers to manhood, and to glorious dangers ; 260 
Who, bred^at home in idlencfs and riot, 
Ranfack for miilrefres th' unwholefome ftews. 
And never know the worth of virtuous love. 

Loth. Think'ft thou I forg'd the letter ? Think fo 
ftill, 
'Till the broad (hame come flaring in thy face. 
And boys (hall hoot the cuckold as he pafTes. 

Hor, Away ! no woman could defcend fo low 2 
A flcipping, dancing, worthlefs tribe you are ; 
Fit only for yourfelves : you herd together j 
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r. *Till well, Sir, you are pkafant-^— 
}ib. By the joys 

eh my foul yet has uncontrol'd psriii'dy 
uld not tttrn afide firom my leafl pieaffLfe» 
' all thy force were arm'd to bar my way ; 
ike the birds, 'great Nature's happy commoners, 
haunt in woods, in meads, andflow'rygardensy 
the fweets and tafte the choiceft fruits, 
Icom to aflc the lordly owner's leare. 

What liberty has vain prefumptuous youth, 
i fliould'ft dare provoke me unchaflis'd ? 
boy, I warn thee, fhun my walks. 
[ the bouodi of yon forbidden place 
I dioa'rt fcttod, expeA a pmnfhment, 
I gread fimb, impatient of an injury, 
^ from ibofe who wrong *em much, ev'n death ; 
WiEt&iig worfc; m injuf'd hn&and's vengeance 
\fAtL a thoufand woond^, cear thy fair form, 
fia^ *Tiec to all the winds of Heav*n. 320 
%. my way in Genoa prefcrib'd 
» ^ wretched Altamont, 
-hrawfe for Kim in taverns, 
>m valour's reputation ? 
-y fpcech b fbder than thy manners, 
t ie » oame moft vile, his parafite ; 
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And whcii th^ eiitHitg glds ^rtt!« ytnir Vaift kafiS, 

Ydu talk of bcamie* that yon netet fktfr. 

And fettcy rtpfures that you ntttt ktitw^ 

" Legends rf feints t<^ho ttev^ yet had b^irtg, 

« Or being, tt^ef Wdfcf faiAtS, ir^ not fo falfe 

** As the fond tales li^hich you refcount of Jov6.** 

L6fi» But that 1 do not hold it worth my leifure ; 
I could produce fuch damniftg proof 

Nor. Tii falfe! 
Ydii Mart the fair with lies, becaufe they fcom you, 
Hate you like age, like uglinefs and impotence : 28^0 
Rather than make you bleft, they would die virgins, 
And ftop the propagation of mankind. 

LotL It is the curfe of foofs to be fecure. 
And that fee thine and Aftamdnt's. Dream on ; 
Nor think upon my vengeance till £hou feefft it. 

Hon Hold, Sir ; another word, and then farewel : 
Tho' I tliirik gi^atly 0/ CaTifta'^ virthie. 
And hold it ht beyond thy pow'r to hurt ; 
Yet, as fhe (hirei me hoiiour of my Altamoii^, 
That tfeaAtre 6f a totditr, bouglit with blood, 
Atfd kept at life's expertce, I moit not have 
(Mark me, yoiing Sir) her very name profan'd. 
Learn to terrain the licence of your (peech ; 
*Tis held you are too lavifH. When you are met 
Amt>ng your/et of foofs, talk of your drefs. 
Of dice, of whores, of horfes and yourfelves ; 
*Tis fafsf, and becomes your underftandings. 

LoiL What if we pafs beyond this (blemn order. 
And, in defiance of the flern Horatio, 
Indulge our gayer thoughts, let laughter I00&, 300 
And ufe his facred friendlhip for our mirth ? 
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Hot. 'Till well, Sir, you ^r« jlwftnt-^*- 
, LotL By the joys 

Whkh ifiy foul yet faa» ui^coiitroiM ptfliit^d, 
I would dot tuni afide hxtrn my leail fXt^Soft^ 
Tho' ftU thy force were arm'd «6 b«f »y Ixmy $ 
But like the birds/great Nstore's hdppy cotomondftf. 
That haunt in woods, in meads, andflow'tygardeM^ 
Rifle the fweets and uile the choiceft frtfits, 
Yet fcom to aik the lordly owner's leave* 

Hor^ What liberty hMVaiBprefumpCQOtMyonthy 
That thou fhould'ft dare pre^<^e me tmehafth'd I 
But henceforth) boy, I warn thee, fhun my walks* 
If in the bouiuk of yott forbiddon plade 
Again thou'rt Ibimdy expe^ a pmnfhmem. 
Such as great fim^y impatient of an mjury, 
£xad firomthofe v^o wrong 'env mtich, er'n death ; 
Or ibmethiftg worfe: am injaf^dhoiband's vengeance 
Shall print a thoufimd woimds, tear thy fair form, 
And fcatter ^Ke t^ all the winds of Heav'n. 320 

L»tb. It t&ei> my way in Grenoa prelcrib'd 
By a dependent d» ifhe virretehed AFtamoftt, 
A talking Sir, that brawh fw him in taverns. 
And voodMs^ Kir his valour's reputadon^? 
^ar. Away ^ diy ^eeh is fbder than thy mamiefs* 
Lort. Oir, il there he » name more vrle, hrs parafite ; 
A beggar's parafke I 
Hor. Now learB' humanity, 

\0ffet9 nifiike bim^ Ro^sAN*© interpofes. 
Since brutcfr and boys are only taught with bloWs. 
Loth. Damnatienf [TBey dramj* 

Ros^ Hold, this goes 00 flirther here;. 
Horatio, 'tis too much ; already fee 
The crowd are gath'ring to us. 
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Loth. Oh, RofTano! 
Of give me way, or thou'rt no more my friend. 

Rm. Sciolto's fervants, too, have u'en th* alann ; 
You*ll be opprefs'd by numbers. Be advisM, 
Or I muft force you hence. Tak't on my wordy 
you (hall have juftice done you on Horatio. 
Put up, my lord. 340 

• Loth, This wo'not brook delay ; 
Wef): of the town a mile, among the rocks. 
Two hours ere noon, to-morrow, I expedl thee, 
Thy fingle hand to mine. 

Hon I'll meet thee there. 

Leah. To-morrow, Oh, my better ftars ! to-morrow 
Exert your influence 5 fhine ftrongly for me ; 
^is not a common conquefl I would gain. 
Since love as well as arms, muft grace my triumph. 

[^Exeunt Lothario and Rossano. 

Hon Two hours ere noon to-morrow I ha ! ere that 
He lees Califta I Oh, unthinking fool 
What if I urg'd her with the crime and danger ? 
If any (jpark from Heav'n remain unquench*d 
Within her breaft, my breath perhaps may wake it. 
Could I but profper there, I would not doubt 
My combat with that loud vain-glorious boafter. 
Were you, ye fair, but cautious whom ye truft. 
Did you but think how feldom fools are juft» 
So many of your fex would not in vain 
, Of broken vows, and faithlefs men, complain : 360 
Of all the various wretches love has made. 
How few have been by men of fenfe betray'd ? 
Convinced by reafon, they your pow*r confefs. 



Act II. THE FAIR PENITENT. 41 

Pleas'd to be happy, as you're pleas'd to Weft, 
And coofcious of your worth can never love you left. 



ACTIIL SCENE I. 
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An Aliment in Sci6ltoV Paha. Entir Sciolto 
ondCkLXZTk. 

Sciobo. 

Now, by my life, my honour, *ti8 too much ! 
Have I not mark'd thee, wayward as thou art, 
Peryerfe and fullen all this day of joy ? 
When ev'ry^heart was cheer'd and mirth went round, 
Sorrow^, difpleafure, and repining anguiih. 
Sat on thy brow ; << Jike fome gnalignant planet, 
" Foe to the hanreft and the healthy year, 
'* Who (cowls adverfe, and lours upon the world ; 
** When all the other ftars, with gentle afpedt, 
" Propitious (hine, add meaning good to man. ' 

Cal. Is then the tafk of duty half performed ? 
Has not your daughter gtv Vherfelf to Altamont, 
Yielded the native freedom of her will 
To an imperious huAand's lordly rule 
To gratify a father's item command? 

Set. Doft thou complain ? 

Col. For pity do not frown then, 
. If in defpit^ of all my vow'd obedience, 
A fi^h breaks oatf or a tear falls by chaucQ ^ 
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For, Oh! tliMlhr«y«rwkidi hMMlv«yburang^^ 
Is tiife M Mlitft of CiliAii'& bi^oft : 
<* And once poflefs'd, will never quit its dwelling, 
^* Till life, the prop of all, (hall leave the building, 
<< To tomble dowB> tad mmilier into nKk" 

ScL Now by the facred duft of that dear faint 
That was thy ikc^Ater ; ** by her ^olJdVous goodnefs, 
•* Her foft, her tender, mo£t c^nplying fweetnefs," 
I fwear, fome fullen thought that (huns the light, ^ 
Lukt^ undetb^ath thftt fadiiels in thy tilage. 
But mark me well, the' by y<iA Heav'n I love thee 
As much,* I think, as a food parent can ; 
Yet fhould'ft thou, (which the pow'rs above forbid) 
E'er ilain the honour of thy namt^Hth itfaftiy^ 
I'll caft thee crfF, «8 cms whofe ittn^lotts hiddis 
Had rent afunder nature's neareft licfs, 
Wfakh, once ditidiid^ n^vei* join ^^til. 
To-day I've made a noble yottth ^f huCUnd I 
Confid^r well his worth f nwiikd Ms IdH t 
Be willing to be h^ppji iifld tfe^n m f^< 

[i?*fr 4aiOtT6. 

Cal. HoWhii^h%h«totidflidftdfdu/jr«^l 46 
Thro' ev'ry fttftfe of life tht HAVes «f itaaft ! 
In all tk« dear dtiKj^htfld day^ of ybutfit 
A rigid hOiitV iimUih Id bfk K^Us^ 
And deals out pkftfiife WhA a fatAf hiit^. 
To his, the tyrant haftdttd'ittigftftfcttrfs J 
Proud with opinicMt 6f f6^d^ ttiihtlt 
He holds domeftic bus'ntft afid d«vbti6h 
All we axe capable «6 kli6Vr, sthd Mtft ^tj 
LiHe cloifterM ide^rts j frtih the 1»oridlJ iequtitttihccf, 
ADdallth^Jdystfd^e^didAk. Whmftf^ dtt ^<; 
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B«m With high fpub^ b«t to i/Tcft MifcH^s, 
Shake off thiti vik obedieflce they exs^t. 
And claim An equal empire o*er the WM-M ? 

£^/fr HoUATro. 

ffotk She's here ! yet, Oh! ;ny tongue is act a loft. 
Teach me, fome powV, that happy art of Speech, 
To drefs my parpofe up in gracious words ; 
Such as may foftly fteal t^n her ibul. 
And never waken the tempeftuous palHons. 

By Heav'n flie weeps 1 Forgive me, fair Cidifta, 

If I prefume on privilege of friendikip, 60 

To join my grief to yours, and mourn the evils 
That hurt your peace, and quench thofe eyes in tears. 

CaL To fteal, unlook*dfor, on my private forrow* 
Speaks not the man of honour, nor die frieadf 
But rather means the fpy. 

Hor. Unkindly faid 1 
For, Oh ! as fure as you accufe me falfely, 
I come to prove myfelf Califta's friend. 

Col* You are my hufband's friend, the friend of 
Altamont ! 

Mor. Are you not one ? Arc you not join'd by 
Heaven, 
Each interwoven with the other's fate ? 
Are you not mixt like ftreams of meeting rivers, 
Whofe blended waters are no more diflinguiih'd. 
But roll into the fea, one common flood ? 
Then who can giye his friendfhip but to one ? 
'Who can be Altamont's and not Calii^a's i 
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CaL Force, and the wills of our imperious rulersy 
May bind two bodies in one wretched chain ; 
But minds will ftill look back to their own choice. 
** So the poor captive in a foreign realm, 8o 

" Stands on the fhore, and fends his wifhes back 
" To the dear native land from whence he came.'* 
Hot* When fouls that fhould agree to will the 
fame, 
To have one common objedl for their wifhes, 
Look different ways, regardlefs of each other. 
Think what a train of wretchednefs enfucs : 
Love ihall be banifh'd from the genial bed. 
The night fhall all be lonely and unquiet. 
And ev*ry day (hall be a day of cares. 

CaL Then all the boafled office of thy friendfhip. 
Was but to tell Caliila what a wretch fhe is. 
Alas! what needed that ? 

Hot, Oh ! rather fay, 
I came to tell her how ihe might be happy ; 
To footh the fecret anguifh of her foul j 
To comfort that fair mourner, that forlorn one. 
And teach her fteps to know the paths of peace. 

Col. Say thou, to whom this paradife is known. 
Where lies the blifsful region ? Mark my way to it. 
For, Oh 1 'tis fure I long to be at reft. loo 

Hor. Then — ^to be good is to be happy — Angels 
Are happier than mankind, becauie they're better. 
Guilt is the fource of forrow ! 'tis the fiend, 
Th' avenging fiend that follows us behind 
With whips and flings. The blefl know none of this, 
But reft in everlafting peace of mind. 
And find the height of all their beav'n is goodnefs* 
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Col. And what bold parafite's officious tongue 
Shall dare to tax Califta's name with guilt I 

Hot. None ihould ; but 'tis abufy, talking world, 
That with licentious breath blows like the wind, 
As freely on the palace as the cotuge, 

Cal. What myftic riddle lurks beneath thy words. 
Which thou would'ft feem unwilling to exprefs. 
As if it meant difhonour to my virtue ? 
Away with this ambiguous (huffing phrafe. 
And let thy oracle be underftood. 

Hot. Lothario! 

Col. Ha ! what would'ft thou mean by him ? 

Hot. Lothario and Califta ! thus they join ifo 
Two names, which Heav'n decreed ihould never meet. 
Hence have the talkers of this populous city 
A fhamefttl tale to tell, for public fport. 
Of an unhappy beauty, a Me fair one. 
Who plighted to a noble youth her faith, 
When (he had giv*n her honour to a wretch. 

Cal. Death and confufion ! Have I liv'd to this ? 
Thus to be treated with unmanly infolence ! 
To be the (port of a loofe ruffian's tongue ! 
Thus to be us'd! thus! like the vilefl creature, 
That ever was a Have to vice and infamy. 

Hot. By honour and fair truth, you wrong me much } 
For, on my foul, nothing but flrong neceifity 
Could urge my tongue to this ungrateful office. 
I came with ib-ong reludance, as if death 
had ftood acrofs my way, to fave your honour. 
Year's and Sciolto's, your's and Altamont's ; 
Like one who ventures through a burning pile ; 
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To fs^0 his tender wife* with aH her lunood 

Of little fQndling|B> from, the dreadful cuin. . 14 

(^ (« thiathofttmouB friend of Alumoot, 
For nqhi# W4rtk and dMds. of anaa reoowa'd ? 
Is this the tale-^anog ofidooa SsHoWf 
Hm^ Mfm^w l9i vtdOigeacft: fixm eyes, ; 
This MClHsii^ Al^jua of a jealiMia hufluMd^ 
That fills his ^y ears with numArous taksy 
And mak^i liwa t^*. and. n/m^ u^ wBeak a« ltng«h 
Bloody revenge on kia (iefiuiGeleft wife» 
Who guiltlefs dies, becaufe her fool vsm mad ^ 

^on Ateal this, f ago IB vain ;fbr if your fame 
Or peacfl he mth ymir cara» ysou muft be caim, 
Afidliftoo to tbft means are leftto fave 'em. 
*Tis now the lucky mimUe of your fate. 
By me your gcvim fpeaksy.by m^ it waraa you. 
Never to fee th^imnS: Lotimtia nwre ^ 
Unlefs you m^aa to he :.d»(jio^d}' W fliucia'd' 
By all our viriiH)M9 maidt and noble masons ; 
Unlfifs you ba^e devQted this mis beauty 
To infamy, difeaffis, proftitutioft " ■ 

Cal. Difhoa^^^u* blail thee» baJfe, unmantter d (lave ! 
That dar'ft forget my birth, and facrcd fex, i^ 

And (hock me with the nide, unhallpw'd found ! 

Hqi\ Here kireel, ajid in tlie awful face of Hea^'a 
Breathe out a fol^ma vow» never to fee, 
Nor thiokf. if poifiible, on him that ruin'd thee j 
Or, by my ^tainont s dear life, I fwear. 
This paper; ofiy^ yoa muft not fly^^This papery 

This ^uiky pa()« ihall divulge your fliamfr— .^ . 



) 
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Col. Wliat meftB^ft thou by that paper? Wh^t coA* 
trivance 
Haft thou been forging to deceive my lather; 
To turn his heart his wretched daughter. 
That Altamont and thou may (hare his w^al^, ? 
A wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 

The weaknefa of my fex. Oh, for a fw:or4» 

To urge my yengeance on the yiHain's hand 
tThalibr^^dlhclbroU! 

Hot. BehoUt Can ^s be forg'd > 
See where CaJifta's nafRe— -«-[M^t(^/n^ the Utter neqf:^ 

To atoms thus, \Tearin^itm 

Thoftkfcmetttuitheidk, det^ftedfalAood^ 180 
The wicked, lyjag evidence of (kva^ 

Hoff ConiQufiQa! 

CcJ. Hencefiadh, febpu bffioious leol^ 
Meddle no more nor dara, ay'n on thy life. 
To breathe aa accent that ma^-toudi my virtue. 
I am vy&lf the gu^^rdiaa qf my honour. 
And will not bear fo infolent a monitor. 

Stit^ Altamont. 

Ab. Whgrc 13 my life> n>y love, my charipijig bridcj 
]py. of my hojiFt, and pkafure of my eyqs, 
'^ The wifbi ar>d q^re^ apd btifinef^ oi my youth i 
** Oh, let me fiod h^r, fnajtch her to my breaft> 
** And tell her {{^^ d^ays my blifs too long, 
" Till my foft fpul ev'n jipk^ns with d^fii*." 
Diforder*d!-r-ap4 in tears !-r-«.HQr^ti» too ! 
My friend is in am^e-t-rWha^ CfW it mf^9^ i 
Tell mei Califta^ who h;^s dppe tl^ee w/png, 
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That my fwift fword may find out the offender. 
And do thee ample juftice. 

Cal, Turn to him. 

Alt. Horatio. 2QO 

Col. To that infolent. 

Alt. My friend! 
Could he do this ? He, who was half myfelf ? 
** One faith has ever bound us, and one reafon 
*^ Guided our wills. Have I not found him juft, 
" Honeft as truth itfelf ? And'* could he break 
The fandity of friend(hip ? Could he W%>und 
The heart of Altamont in his Califta I 

CaL I thought what juftice I (hould find from thee I 
Go fawn upon him, liflen to his tale. 
Applaud his malice, that would blafb my fame, 
And treat me like a conmion proftitute. 
Thou art perhaps confederate in his mifchief. 
And wilt believe the legend, if he tells it. 

Alt, Oh, impious ! what prefumptuous wretch ihall 
dare 
To offer at an injury like that ? 
Priefthood, nor age, nor cowardice itfelf. 
Shall fave him from the fury of my vengeance. 

CaL The man who dar*d to do it was Horatio ; 
Thy darling friend ; 'twas A Itamont's Horatio. 220 
But mark me well ; while thy divided heart, 
Doats on a villain that has wrong'd me thus, 
No force (hall drag me to thy hated bed. 
Nor can my cruel fiohcr's pow'r do more 
Than (hut me in a doifter: there, well pleas'd, 
Religious hardfliips will I learn to bear, . 
To h&, and freeze a midpight hours of prayV : 
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Nor think it hard, within a lonely cell, 
With melancholy, fpeechlefs faints to dwell ; 
But blefs the day 1 to that refuge ran, 
Free from the marriage chain, and from that tyranty 
man, ^ExU Califta. 

M» She's gone ; and, as (he went, ten thoufand 
fires 
Shot from her angry eyes; as if (he meant 
Too well to keep the cruel vow (he made. 
Now, as thou art a man, Horatio, tell me. 
What means this wild confiifion in thy looks ; 
As if thou wert at variance with thyfelf, 
Madnefs and reafon combating within thee. 
And thou wert doubtful which (hould get the better ? . 
Hor. I would be dumb for ever ; but thy fate 240 
Has otherwife decreed it. Thou haft feen 
That idol of thy foul, that fair Califta 
Thou haft beheld her tears. 

^//. I have feen her weep ; 
I have feen that lovely one, that dear Califta^ 
Complaining, in the bitternefs of forrow. 
That thou, my friend, Horatio, thou haft wrong'd 
her. 
Hot, That I have wrong'd her ! had her eyes been 
fed 
From that rich ftream which warms her heart, and 

Dumber'd 
For ev'ry falling tear a drop of bloody 
It had not been too much ; for (he has ruin'd thee, 
Ev n thee, my Altamont. She has undone thee. 

•^It. Doft thou join ruin with Califta's name ? 
What is fo fair, fo exqui(itely good ? 

c 
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Is (he not more than painting can expre&y 

Or youthful- poets fancy w^en they love ? 

" Does (he not come, like wifilom, or good fortune, 

" tRepLete lyith bledings, giving wealth and honour i 

*• 7 he dowry which (lie brings is peace and pleafure, 

" And everlafting joys are in her arro$.'' 260 

Hon It had been better thou had'ft liv'd a beggar. 
And fed on fcraps at great snea's furly doors. 
Than to have match'd with one fo falfe, fo fatal.— < 

j^it. It is too much for frtend(hip to allow thee. 
Becaufe I tamely bore the wrong thou didft her. 
Thou doft avow the barb'rous, brutal part. 
And urge the injury ev'n to my face. 

Ben 1 fee (he has got poffelBon of thy heart; 
She has charm'd thee, like a fyres, to her bed, 
With looks of love, and with enchanting founds : 
Too late the rocks and quickfands will appear, 
When thou art wreck'd upon Uie fatthlefs fliore. 
Then vainly wi(h thou had'ft not left thy friend, 
To follow her delufion. 

^//. Ifthyfriend(hip 
Do churlifhly deny my love a room, 
It is not worth my keeping : I difclaim it. 

Hon Canfl thou fo foon forget what I've been to 
thee ? 
I Ihar'd the jta(k of nature with thy father, 
And form'd with care thy unexperienc'd youdi 280 
To virtue and to arms. 

Thy noble father, Oh, thou light young man ! 
Wou'd he have us'd me thus ? One fortune fed us j 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 
Together flouri(h'd, and together fell. 



Act III. THE FAIR PENITENT. 51 

He call'd me friend, like thee : wou'd he have left 

me 
Thas, for a woman, and a vile one, too ? 
Ab, Thou canft not, dar'fl not mean it ! Speak 
again, 
Say, who is vile ; but dare not name Califta. 

Hor, I had not (poke at firft, unlefs compell'd, 
And forc'd to clear myfelf ; but fince thus urg'd, 
I ffluft avow, I do not know a viler. 
Ak. Thou Wert my father's friend ; he lov'd thee 
well; 
" A kind of venerable mark of him 
^* Hangs round thee, and protedbs thee from my ven- 
geance." 
I cannot, dare not lift my fword againft thee, 
But henceforth never let me fee thee more. 

[^Golng out. 
Hor. 1 love thee ftill, ungrateful as thou art, 
And muft and will preferve thee from difhonour, 
Ev'n in defpite of thee. [^Holds him. 

Alt, Let go my arm. 301 

Hor. If honour be thy care, if thou would'ft live 
Without the name of credulous, wittol hufband. 
Avoid thy bride, fhun her detefted bed. 
The joys it yields are daih'd with poifon 

Ah. Off! 
To urge me but a minute more is fatal. 
Hor, She is polluted, ftain'd— 
Ah. Madnefs and raging ! 
But hence — 
Hor. Difhonour'd by the man you hate 
C2 



5* THE FAIR PENITENT. Act IH. 

jilt. I pr*y thee loofe me yet, for thy own fake. 

If life be worth the keeping 

Hot, By Lothariou 
Ah, Perdition take thee, villaip, for the falfehood t 

[^Strikes him. 
Now, nothing but thy life can make atonement, 
Hor, A blow! thou hall us*d me well— — [J9raw/. 
j4lt. This to thy heart—- 
Hor, Yet hold — By Heav'n his father's in his fece! 
Spite of my wrongs, my heart runs o'er with tender- 
nefs 321 

And I could rather die myfelf than hurt him. 

jilt. Defend thyfelf ; for by my much wrong'd 
love, 
I fwear,^ the poor cvaCon fhall not fave thee. 

Hon Yet hold — " thou know'ft I dare — think how 
we've liv'd— 
[TXo' ^^^5 Altamont friffes on Horatio, njolo 

retires, 
" Nay then, 'tis brutal violence ; and thus, 
** Thus Nature bids me guard the life ftie gave. 

« \rheyjight:' 

JLavinia enters^ and runs letween their fworJs. 

Ltpo, My brother, my Horatio ! Is it poffible ! 
Oh, turn your cruel fwords upon Lavinia. 
If you muft quench your impious rage in blood. 
Behold, my heart (hall give you all her ftore. 
To fave thofe dearer ftreams that flow from yours. 
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jili. 'Tis well thou haft found a fafe-gaard \ none 
but thisy 
No pow*r on earth could fave thee from my fury. 
« Lav. O fatal, deadly found !*' 
Hor, Safety from thee ! 
Away, vain boy ! Haft thou forgot the rev'rence 
Due to my arm, thy firft, thy great example, 
Which pointed out thy way to noble daring, 
And fhew'd thee what it was to be a man ? 
Lav, What bufy, meddling fiend, what foe to good- 
nefs, 340 

Could kindle fuch a difcord ? " Oh, lay by 
" Thofe moft ungentle looks, and angry weapons, 
" Unlefs you mean my griefs and killing fears 
" Should ftretch me out at your relentlefs feet, 
" A wretched corfe, the viilim of your fury." 
Hor, Afk'ft thou whaf* made us foes ? 'Twas bale 
ingratitude, 
*Twas fuch a fin to friendfhip, as Heav'n's mercy. 
That ftrives with man's untoward, monftrous wicked- 

nefs. 
Unwearied with forgiving, fcarce could pardon. 
He who was all to me, child, brother, friend. 
With barb'rous, bloody malice, fought my life. 
jib» Thou art my fifter, and I would not make 
thee 
The lonely mourner of a widow'd bed ; 
Therefore, thy hufband's life is fafe : but warn him^ 
No more to know this hofpitable roof. 
He has but ill repaid Sciolto's bounty. 
We muft not meet ; 'tis dangerous. Farcwel. 

[iy<p is going out^ La.v\m fco(<fc f)im» 
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Lavi Stay, Altamont, my brother, ftay; <* if ever 
" Nature, or what is nearer much than nature, 
•* The Itind confent of our agreeing minds, jfSo 
** Have made us dear to one another, ftay, 
** And ipeak one gentle word to your Horatio. 
** Behold, his anger melts, he longs to.feve you, 
" To call you friend, then prefs you hard, with all 
" The tender, fpeechlefsjoy of reconcilement." 

M, It cannot, (hall not be-— you muft not hold 
me. 

Xav. Look kindly, then. 

^//. Each minute that 1 ftay; 
Is a new injury to fair Califta. 
From.thy falfe friendftiip, to her arras Til fly ; 
" There, if in any paufe of love I reft, 
" Breathlefs with blifs, upon her panting breaft, 
" In broken, melting accentf., I will fwear, 
" Henceforth to truft my heart with none but her }'* 
Then own, the joys which on her charms attend, 
Have more than paid me for my faithlefs friend. 

[Altamont ^r^fl/ J yr(?m Lavinia, ami exit. 

ffor. Oh, r;^ife thee, my Lavinia, from the earth. 
It is too much } this tide of ijowing grief. 
This wondrous wafte of tears, too much to give 
To an ungrateful friend, and cruel brother. 380 

Lav» Is there not caufe for weeping ? Oh, Ho- 
ratio ! • ,• 
A brother and a hufband were my tre^f^re, 
n was all the little wealth that poor Lavinia 
Sav'd from the fhipwreck of her father's fortunes. 
One half is loft already. If thou leav'ft me ; 
If thou (hould'ft prove unkind to me, as Altamont, 
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Whom /Hall I find to pity my diftrefsi 

To have compaifion on a helplefs wanderer. 

And give her where to lay her wretched head ? 

Hon Why doft thou wound me with thy foft com- 
plainings ? 
Tho' Altamont be falfe, and ufe me hardly. 
Yet think not I impute his crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forfaken ; for I'll keep thee 
Next to my heart, my certain pledge of happine(s. 
" Heav*n form'd thee gentle, fair, and full of good- 

nefs, 
" And made thee all my portion here on earth : 
" It gave thee to me, as a large amends 
" For fortune, friends, and all the world befide,*' 

Lav» Then you will love me ftill, chcri/h me 
ever. 
And hide me from misfortune in your bofora. 400 
" Here end my cares, nor will I Jofe one thought, 
" How we fhall live, or purcbafe food and raiment. 
" The holy Pow'r, who cloaths the fenfelefs earth, 
" With woods, with fruits, with flowers, and verdant 

grafs, 
" Whofe bounteous hand feeds the whole brute crea- 
tion, 
'' Knows all our wants, and has enough to give us." 

Hor. From Genoa, from falfhood and inconflancy. 
To fome more honeft, diftant clime we'll go. 
Nor will I be beholden to my country. 
For aught but thee, the partner of my flight. 

" Lav. Yes, I will follow thee ; forfake, for thee, 
" My country, brother, friends, ev'n all 1 have. 
'* Tho' mine's a little all ; yet were it moret 
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" And better far, it fliould be left for thee, 
" And all that I would keep, (hould be Horatio. 
" So, when a merchant fees his veffel loft, 
" Tho' richly freighted from a foreign coaft, 
•* Gladly, for life, the treafure he would give ; 
" And only wiihes toefcape, and live: 
** Gold, and his gains, no more employ his mind ; 
** But, driving o'er the billows with the wind, 42 1 
** Cleaves to one faithful plank, and leaves the reft be- 
hind. lExeunt, 
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A Garden. Enter Altamont. 

Abamottt. 

•* With what unequal tempers arc we formed \ 

" Ofte day the foul, fupine with eafe and fulnefs, 

*• Revels fecure, and fondly tells herfelf 

** The hour of evil can return no more ; 

** The next, the fpirits, pall'd and fick of riot, . 

** Turn all to difcord, and we hate our being?, 

** Curfe the paft joy, and think it folly all, 

*^ And bitternefs and anguifh. Oh, laft night ! 

*' What has ungrateful beauty paid me back, 

<< For all the mafs of friendfliip which I fquander'd ? 

«« Coldnefs, averfion, tears, and fullen forrow, 

** Daih'd all my blifs, and damp'd my bridal bed. 



Act IV. THE FAIR PENITENT. 57 

" Soon as the morning dawn'd, (he vanifliM from 

me, 
" Relentlefs to the gentle call of love. 

" IVe loft a friend, and I have gain'd a wife ! 

" Turn not to thought, my brain ; but let me find 
" Some unfi-equented (hade ; there lay me down^ 
*^ And let forgetful dulnefs fteal upon me, 
"^To foften and affuage this pain of thinking. 

Lothario and Cali^tk Sfcovered, 

Loth. Weep not, my fair; but let the God o^ 
Love 
Laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy heart, 
Kindle again his torch, and hold it high, 
To light us to new joys. Nor let a thought 
Of difcord, or difquiet paft, moleft thee ; 
But to a long oblivion give thy cares. 
And let us melt the prefent hour in blifs. 

Cal. Seek not to footh me with thyfalfe endear- 
ments. 
To charm me with thy foftnefs : 'tis in vain : 
Thou can'ft no more betray, nor I be ruin*d. 
The hours of folly, and of fond delight, 
Are wafted all, and fled ; thofe that remain 
Are doom'd to weeping, anguifh, and repentance. 
I come to charge thee with a long account. 
Of all the forrows I have known already. 
And all I have to come ; thou haft undone me. 

LotL Unjoft Califta ! doft thou call it ruin, 
To love as we have done; to melt, talanguifti,. 
C3 
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' To wi(h for fomewhat exqwfitely happy. 
And then be bleft ev*n to that wifh*s height ? 
To die with joy, and ftraight to live again ; 40 

Speeehlefs to gaze, and with tumultuous tranfportr— 

Cah Oh, let me hear no more ; I cannot bear it ; 
'Tis deadly to remembrance. Let that night. 
That guilty night, be blotted from the year; 
** Let not the voice of mirth or mufic know it ; 
" Let it be dark and defolate ; no ftars 
" To glitter o'er it; let it wiih for light, 
** Yet want it ftill, and vainly wait the dawn ;" 
For 'twas the night that gave me up to ihamc. 
To forrow, to the falfe Lothario. 

LotL Hear this, ye pow'rs ! mark, how the fair de- 
ceiver 
Sadly complains of violated truth ; 
She calls me falfe, ev'n (he, the faithlefs fhe, 
Whom day and night, whom heav'n and earth have 

heard 
Sighing to vow, and tenderly proteft, 
Ten thoufand times, fhe would be only mine ; 
And yet, behold, fhe has given herfelf away, 
Fled from my arms, aud wedded to another, 
Ev'n to the man whom moft I hate on earth. — 

CaL Art thou fo bafe to upbraid me with a crime. 
Which nothing but thy cruelty could caufe ? $1 

If indignation raging in my foul. 
For thy unmanly infolcnce and fccrn, 
UrgM me to a deed of defperation. 
And wound thyfelf to be reveng'd on thee. 
Think whom 1 flipuld devote to death and hell, 
Whom curfe as my undocr, but Lothario ; 
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Hadft thou been juft, not ^ Sciolto's powV, 
Not all the vows and pray'rs of fighing Altamont, 
Could have prevail d^ or won me to fbrfake thee. 

Loih, How have 1 faiPd in juftice, or in love ? 
Bums not my flame as brightly as at firfl ? 
Ev'n now my heart beats high, I languifli for theet 
My transports are as fierce, as ftrong my wifhes. 
As if thou ne'er hadft bleft me with thy beauty. 

CaL How didfl thou dare to think that I would 
live 
A flave to bafe deiires, and brutal pleafures, ' 

. To be a wretched wanton for thy leifure. 
To toy, and wafle an hour of idle time with \ 
My foul difdains thee for fo mean a thought. 80 

Loth, The driving ftorm of paffion will have way. 
And I muft yield before it. Wert thou calm. 
Love, the poor criminal, whom thou had doomed. 
Has yet a thoufand tender things to plead, 
To charm thy rage, and mitigate his fate. 

Enter behind them Altamomt. 

Alt, " I have loft my peace'* — Ha ! do I live and 
wake ? 

CaL Hadft thou been true, how happy had 1 been! 
Not Altamont, but thou, hadft been my lord. 
But wherefore nam'd I happinefs with thee ? 
It is for thee, for thee, that I am curft ; 
For thee my fecret foul each hour arraigns me. 
Calls me to aofwer for my virtue ftain'd. 
My honour loft to thee : for thee it haunts me j 
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With ftem Sciolto vowing vengeance on rac : 
With Altamont complaining for his wrongs 

/tit. Behold him here — [Coming forward* 

Col. Ah ! [Starting. 

Alt. The wretch! whom thou haft made. 
Curfes find forrows haft thou heap'd upon him, 99 
And vengeance is the only good that's left. [Drawing. 
Loth. Thou haft ta'en me fomewhat unawares, 'tis 
true: 
Bat love and war take turns, like day and night. 
And little preparation ferves my turn, 
Equal to both, and arm'd for either field. 
We've long beea foes, this moment ends our quar- 
rel ; 
Earth, Heaven, and fair Califta judge the combat ! 
Cal. Diftradtion ! Fury ! Sorrow ! Shame ! and 

death! 
" Jilt. Thou haft talk'd too much, thy breath is 
poifon to me; 
*• It taints the ambient air ; this for my father, 
" This for Sciolto, and this laft for Altamont.*' 

[^^^Jpg^* \ Lothario is wounded once or twice, 
and then falls. 
Loth. Oh, Altamont ! thy genius is the ftronger ! 
Thou haft prevail'd! — My fierce ambitious foul 
Declining droops, and all her fires grow pale ; 
Yet let not this advantage fwell thy pride, 
I conquered in my turn, in love I triuraph'd. 
Thofe joys are lodg'd beyond the reach of fate ; 
That fweet revenge comes fmiling to my thoughts. 
Adorns my fall, and cheers my heart in dying. 

[Dies. 
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CaL And what remains for me, befct with fhamc, 

Encompafs'd round with wfetchednefs? There is 

But this one way to break the toil, and Ycape. 121 

[^Sbe catchts up Lothario*/ ^wor^/, and offers to 

kill herf elf \ AltSLvaont runs to ber^ andwrefts 

it from her, 

jIU, What means thy frantic rage ! 

Col. Off! let me go. 

Ak. Oh ! thou haft more than murdcr'd me ; yet 
ftiU, 
Still art thou here ! and my foid ftarts with horror, 
At thought of any danger that may reach thee. 

CiJ, Think*ft thou I mean to live ? to be forgiv'n? 
Oh, thou haft known but little of Califta ! 
If thou had'ft never heard my /hame, if only 
The midnight moon and filent ftars had feen it, 
I would not bear to be reproach'd by them, 
Bat dig down deep to find a grave beneath, 
And hide me from their beams. 

Sciolto wiiUn.2 What, ho I my fon ! 

** Alt. It is Sciolto calls ; come near and find me; 
" The wretched'ft thing of all my kind on earth.*' 

CaL Is it the voice of thunder, or my father ? 
Madnefs ! Confufion ! let the ftorm come on. 
Let the tumultuous roar drive all upon me ; 
Daih my devoted bark, ye furges, break it ! 140 
Tis for my ruin that the tempeft rifes. 
When I am loft, funk to the bottom low. 
Peace ihall return, and all be calm again. 
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Enter Sciolto. 

Set. Ev*n now Roflano leap'd the garden wall 
Ha ! Death has been among you — Oh, my fears ! 
Laft night thou had'ft a difFVence with thy friend. 
The caufe thou gav'ft me was a damn'd one. 
Did'ft thou not wrong the man who told thee truth ? 

*'Anfwer me quick 

^//. Oh ! prefs me not to fpeak ; 
Ev*n now my heart is breaking, and the mention 
Will lay me dead before you. See that body. 
And guefs my fhame : my ruin! Oh, Caliila! 

Set. It is enough ! but I am flow to execute, 
And juflice lingers in my lazy hand ; 
Thus let me wipe difhonour from my name. 
And cut thee from the earth, thou ftain to goodnefs — 
[^Qffers to kill Califta, Altamont hoUi htm* 
Alt, Stay thee, Sciolto, thou raih father, ftay. 
Or turn the point on me, and through my breaft 
Cut out the bloody pafTage to Califta : 160 

So (hall my love be perfe(fV, while for her 
I die, for whom alone I wifh'd to live. 

Cal. No, Altamont; my heart that fcorn*d thy 
love. 
Shall never be indebted to thy pity. 
Thus torn, defac*d, and wretched as I feem. 
Still I have fomething of Sciolto's virtue. 
Yes, yes, my father, 1 applaud thy juftice ; 
Strike home, and I will blefs thee for the blow : 
Be merciful, and free me from my pain ; 
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Tisftiarp, 'tis terrible, aqd I could curfe 

The cheerful day, mep, earth, and hear'n, and thee, 

Ey'n the^i thou venerable good old man, 

For being author of a wretch like me. 

////. Liften not to the wildnefs of her raving ; 
Remember nature ! Should thy daughter's murder 
Defile that hand, fQ juft, fo great in arms, 
Her blood would reft upon thee to pofterity. 
Pollute thy name, and fully all thy wars. k* 

CaL Have I pot wrong'd his gentle nature much ? 
And yet behold him pleading for my life ! ' ^^ ^ 

Loft as thou art to virtue. Oh, Califta ! - 

1 think thou can'ft not bear to be outdone ; 
Then hafte to die, and be obliged no more. 

ScL Thy pious care has giv'n me time to think. 
And fav'd me from a crime ; then reft, my fword ; 
To honour have I kept thee ever facred. 
Nor will I ftain thee with a rafh revenge. 
But mark me well, 1 will have juftice done ; 
Hope not to bear away thy crimes unpunifhed : 
I will fee juftice executed on thee, \ 

Ev'n to a Roman ftri<5lnefs ; and thou, nature. 
Or whatfpe'er thou art that plead'ft within me. 
Be ftiU ; thy tender ftrugglings are in vain. 

Co/. Then am I doom'd to live, and bear your 
triumph ? 
To groan beneath your fcorn and fierce upbraiding, 
Daily to be reproach'd, and h^ve my mifery 
At morn, at noon, at night told over to me, 
** Left my remembrance might grow pitiful, 
** And grant a moment's interval of peace ;" 
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Is this, IS this the mercy of a father ? ioc 

I only beg to die, and he denies me. 

Set, Hence, from my fight! thy father cannot beai 
thee ; 
Fly with thy infamy to fome dark cell. 
Where, on the confines of eternal night, 
Mourning, misfortune, cares, and anguifh dwell ; 
Where ugly fliame hides her opprobrious head. 
And death and hell detefted rule maintain ; 
There howl out the remainder of thy life. 
And wifh thy name may be no more remember'd. 

CaL Yes, I will fly to fome fuch difmal place. 
And be more curs'd than you can wi/h I were j 
This fatal form that drew on ray undoing. 
Failing, and tears, and hardfhip (hall deftroy ; 
Nor light, nor food, nor comfort will I know. 
Nor ought that may continue hated life. 
Then, when you fee me meagre, wan, and chang'd. 
Stretched at my length, and dying in my cave, 
On that cold earth I mean (hall be my grave, 
j^erhaps you may relent, and fighing fay. 
At length her tears have wafh'd her ftains away ; 
At length 'tis time her punifhment fhould ceafe ; 
Die, thou poor fufPring wretch, and be at peace. 

lExit Califta. 

Sci Who of my fervants wait there ? 

Enter two or three Servants, 

Raife that body, and bear it in. On your lives 
Take care my doors be guarded well, that none 
Pafs out, or enter, but by my appointment. 

{Exeunt Servants f with LotharioV iody. 
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Alt. There is a fatal fury in your vifage, 
It blazes fierce, and menaces deftrudion. 
" My father, I am fick of many forrows, 
" Ev'n now my eafy heart is breaking with 'em ; 
" Yet, above all, one fear diftrafts me moft ;" 
I tremble at the vengeance which you meditate 
On the poor, faithlefs, lovely, dear Califta. 

Set. Haft thou not read what brave Virginius did? 
With his own hand he flew his only daughter, 
To fave her from the fierce Decemvir's luft. 
He flew her, yet unfpotted, to prevent 
The fliame which (he might know. Then what fhould 
I do? 

But thou haft ty'd my hand. 1 wo' not kill her ; 

Yet, by the ruin (he has brought upon us, 240 

The common infamy that brands us both, 
She fhall not 'fcape. 

Aft. You mean that (he (hall die then ? 

Set. A(k me not what, nor how I have refolvM, 
For all within is anarchy and uproar. 
Oh, Altamont ! What a vaft fcheme of joy 
Has this one day deftroy'd ? Well did I hope 
This daughter would have bleft my latter days ; 
That I (hould live to fee you the world's wonder, 
80 happy, great, and good that none were like you, 
While I, from bufy life and care fet free, 
Had fpent the evening of my age at home. 
Among a little prattling race of yours : 
There, like on old man, talk'd a-while, and then 
Wd down and flept in peace. Inftead of this, 
Sorrow and (hame muft bring me to my grave— —• 
* Ob, damn her ! damn her !" 
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Enter a Servants 

Serv.. Arm yourfelf, my lord : 
Roffano, who but now efcap'd the garden. 
Has gather'd in the ftrect a band of rioters, 260 

Who threaten you and all your friends with ruin, 
Unlefs Lothario be return'd in fafety. {^Exit. 

Scu By Heav'n, their fury rifes to my wlfli, 
Nor {hall misfortune know my houfc alone, 
Bat thou, Lothario, and thy race (hall pay me 
For all the forrows which my age is curs'd with. 
I think my name as great, my friends as potent^ 
As any in the ftate ; all (hall be fammon'd ; 
I know that all will join their hands to ours, 
And vindicate thy vengeance. When our force 
Is full, and armM, we (hall expeA thy fword 
To join with us, and facrifice to juftice. — 

{Exit Sciolto* 

•* Ah. There is a ftupid weight upon my fenfcst 
** A difmal fallen ilillnefs, that fucceeds 
'< The ftorm of rage and grief, like filent death, 
" After the tumult and the noife of life. 
" Would it were death, as fure 'tis wondVous like it, 
•* For 1 am fick of Jiving ; my fouPs pall'd, 
*< She kindles not with anger or revenge : 
" Love was th* informing, aftive fire within : 280 
** Now that is quench'd, the mafs forgets to move, 
<' And longs to mingle with its kindred earth." 

{A tumultuous notfst with cla/hing offwordsf 
as at a little £Jlance. 
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£nter Lavi N i A^ (wilh two Servants y their fwordi drawn* 

Lav, Fly, fwiftly fly ; to ray Horatio's aid, 
Nor lofe your vain officious cares on me ; 
Bring me my lord, my hufband, to my arms ; 
He is Lavinia's life ; bring him me fafe, 
And 1 fhall be at eafe, be well and happy. 

[^Exeunt Servants* 

Alt, Art thou Lavinia ? Oh! what barbVous hand 
Could wrong thy poor defencelefs innocence, 
And leave fuch marks of more than favage fury ? 

Lav. My brother ! Oh, my heart is full of fears ; 
Perhaps ev'n now ray dear Horatio bleeds.— 
Not far from hence, as pafling to the port» 
By a mad multitude we were furrounded, 
Who ran upon us with uplifted fwords. 
And cry'd aloud for vengeance, and Lothario. 
My lord, with ready boldnefs, flood the (hock, 
To ihelter me from danger ; but in vain, 
Had not a party from Scioho's palace 
Ruih'd out, and fnatch'd me from amidfl the fray. 

Alt. What of ray friend ? 301 

lav. Ha! by my joys, 'tis he ! [^Looking out. 
He lives, he comes to blefs rae, he is fafe ! 

&^E[oR ATio, with two or three Servants^ their /words 
drawn, 

\fi 5^r. 'Twcre at the utmoft hazard of your life 
To venture forth again, till we arc ftronger : 
Their number trebles ours. 
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Hon No matter, let it ; 
Death is not half fo (hocking as that traitor* 
My honeft foul is mad with indignatioo. 
To think her plainnefs could be fo abus'd, 
As to miftake that wretchj and call him friend } 
1 cannot bear the fight* 

Alt, Open, thou earth. 
Gape wide, and take me down to thy dark bofom. 
To hide me from Horatio. 

Hor, Oh, Lavinia ! 
Believe not but I joy to fee thee fafe : 
Would our ill-fortune had not drove us hither : 
I could ev*n wi(h we rather had been wrecked 
On any other (hore, than fav'd on this* 320 

Lav. Oh, let us blefs the mercy that prefervM us^ 
That gracious pow'r that fav'd us for each other ; 
And» to adorn the facrificeof praife, 
Offer forgivenefs too ; be thou like Hcav*n^ 
And put away th' offences of thy friend, 
Far, far from thy remembrance* 

*' Ak. I have mark'd him, 
*' To fee if one forgiving glance ftole hither ; 
'* If any fpark of friendfhip were alive, 
«* That would by fympaihy at meeting gbw, 
** And flrive to kindle up the flame a-new ; 
** HTis loft, 'tis gone; his foul is quite eftrang'd, 
*' And knows me fo^ its counterpart no more. 
*' Hot. Thou know'ft thy rule, thy empire in Ho- 
ratio ; 
** Nor canft thou aik in vain, command in vain, 
" Where nature, rcaibn, nay, where love is judge j 
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•* But when you urge my temper to comply 
" With what it moft abhors, I cannot do it. 

" Lav. Where didft thou get this fullen gloomy 
hate ? 
** It was not in thy nature to be thus ; 340 

" Come, put it off, and let thy heart be cheerful, 
** Be gay again, and know the joys of friendfhip, 
** The truft, Xecurity, and mutual tendemefs, 
" The double joys, where each is glad for both ; 
" Friendihip, the wealth, the laft retreat and ftrengthy 
'' Secure againft ill fortune, and the world." 

Hot. I am not sqpt to take a light offence. 
But patient of the Rulings of my friends. 
And willing to forgive ; but when an injury 
Stabs to the heart, and roufes my refentment, 
(Perhaps it is the fault of my rude nature) 
I own, I cannot eafily forgive it. 
Alt. Thou haft forgot me. 
Hot. No. 

Alt. Why are thy eyes 
Impatient of me then, fcornful, and fierce ? 
Har. Becaufe they fpeak the meaning of my 
heart; 
Becaufe they're honeft, and difdain a villain. 
Alt. I've wrong'd thee much, Horatio. 
Hot. True, thou haft. 360 

When I forget it, may I be a wretch, 
Vile as thyfelf, a falfe perfidious fellow. 
An infamous, believing, Britifh hufband. 
Alt. I've wrong'd thee much, and Heav'n has well 
aveng'd it. 
I have not, fince we parted, been at peace, 
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Nor known one joy fincerc ; " our broken fricftd- 

(hip 
** Parfued me to the la[ft retreat of love, 
*' Stood glaring like a ghoft, and made me cold with 

horror. 
*' Misfortunes on- misfortunes prefs upon me, 
*' Swell o'er my head like waves, and dafli me do^^rn ; 
*' Sorrow, remorfe, and fliame^ have torn my foal ; 
*' They hang, like winter, on my youthful hopes, 
*' And Waft the fpring and promife of my year.'' 

Lav. " So fiow'rs are gathefd to adorfi a grave, 
''To lofc their frefhnefs amongft bonesf and rot- 

tennefs, 
" And have their odours ftifled irt the duft." 
Canft thou hear this, thou cruel^ hard Horatio ? 
Canft thou behold thy Altamont undone ? 
" That gentle, that dear youth ! canft thou behold 

him," 
His poor heart broken, death in his pale vifage, 380 
And groaning out his woes, yet ftand unmov'd ? 

Hor. The brave and wife I pity in misfortune ; 
But when ingratitude and folly fuffers, 
'Tis weaknefs to be touched. 

y^//. I wo'not alk thee 
To pity or forgive me ; but confefs. 
This fcorn, this infolence of hate, isjuft; 
'Tis conftancy of mind, and manly in thee. 
But, Oh ! had I been wrong'd by thee, Horatio, 
There is a yielding foftnefs in my heart 
Cou'd ne'er have ftood it out ; but I had ran. 
With ftreaming eyes, and open arms, upon thee, 
And prefs'd thee clofe, clofe ! 



) 
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Hor. I maft hear no more. 
Thy weaknefs is contagious ; I fhall catch it. 
And be a tamey fond wretch. 

Lav, Where would'ft thoa go ? 
Would'ft thou part thus ? you fhall not, *tis impof- 

fible; 
For I will bar thy paflage, kneeling thus 
Perhaps thy cruel hand may fpurn me off, 400 

But I will throw my body in thy way. 
And thou (halt trample o'er ray faithful boibm, 
Tread on me, wound me, kill me, ere thou pafs« 
Ah* Urge not in yain thy pious fuit, Lavinia, 
I have enough to rid me of my pain. 
Califta, thou hadil reach'd my heart before 5 
To make all fure, my friend repeats the blow : 
But in the grave our cares fhall be forgotten. 
There love and friendfhip ceafe. \^Falls. 

[Lavinia rum to him, and endeavours to raife him* 
** Lav, Speak to me, Altamont. 
** He faints ! he dies ! Now, turn and fee thy triumph ! 
'^ My brother ! But our cares fhall end together ; 
" Here will I lay me down by thy dear fide, 
** Bemoan thy too hard fate, then fhare it with thee, 
" And never fee my cruel lord again." 

[Horatio runs to Altamont, and raifes him in 
his arms. 
Hot, It is too much to bear ! Look up, my Alta- 
mont ! 
My ftubbom, unrelenting heart has kill'd him. 
** Look up and blefs me ; tell me that thou Hv'fl. 
*' Oh I I have urg'd thy gentlenefs too far ; 

[^Ife revives. 
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" Do thou and my Lavinia both forgive me ; 420 

A flood of tendernefs comes o'er my fool ; 

I cannot fpeak — ^1 love, forgive, and pity thee^— 

j1&, I thought that nothing cou'd have fta3r'd my 
foul; 
That long ere this her flight had reach'd the ftars } 
But thy known voice has lur'd her back again. 
Methinlck, I fain wou'd fet all right with thee. 
Make up this mofl unlucky breach, and then. 
With thine and Heaven's forgivenefs on my foul, 
Shrink to my grave, and be at eafe for ever. 

ffor. By heav'n, my heart bleeds for thee ; e'n this 
moment, 
I feel thy pangs of difappointed ]ove. 
** Is it not pity that this youth fhould fall, 
<* That all his wond'rous goodnefs fhould he loft, 
« And the world never know it? Oh, my Altamont !" 
Give me thy forrows, let me bear 'em for thee. 
And fhelter thee from niin. 

Lav. Oh, my brother. 
Think not but we will fhare in all thy woes ; 
We'll fit all day, and tell fad tales of love : 
A.nd when we light upon fome faithlefs woman, 440 
Some beauty, like Califta, falfe and fair, 
We'll fix our grief, and our complaining there ; 
We'll curfe the nymph that drew the ruin on. 
And mourn the youth that was, like thee, undone. 

\lExeunU 
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ACTF. SCENE I. 



A Rdom hung nvith Ebct ; on onejide Lothario'/ Body 
OH a Bkr; on the other a Table ^ with a ScuUand 
other Bona 9 a book and a Lamp on it. 

Callfta is ^/covered on a Couch^ in Black ; her. Hair 
banging loofe and ^/ordered. After foft Mufic^ 
Jhe rifes and comes forward. 



« SONG. 

" IiEARf you midnight phantoms^ hear, 
" Tou tuhopakand wan appear, 
'* AndfU the nuretch who wakes 'with fear ; 
'* Tou, who wander^ f cream and groan 
" Round the manfions once your own ; 
" Tou, who ^ftill your crimes upbraid; 
" Tou who reft not with the dead; 

** From the coverts 'where you Jlray, 
'* Where you lurk andfhun the day, 
" From the charnel and the tomb, 
** Hither hqfieye, hither come. 
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" Chide CaTiflafor delay^ 
** Tell her^ ^tU for her youjlay ; 
'* Bid her die and come aivay* 
*' See the f ex ton *mth hisfpadif 
" See the grave already madej 
*' Liflen^fair one^ to thy inellf 
•^ This mufic is thy faffing beU.'* 

Cal. 'Tis well ! thefe folemn founds, this pQipp of 
horror. 
Are fit to feed the frenzy in my foul. 20 

Here's room for meditation ev*n to madneft ; 
Till the mindhurft with thinking. This dull flame 
Sleeps in the fockct.* Sure the book was kft 
To tell me fomething ; — ^for inftrudtion then — 
He teaches holy forrow and contrition, 
And penitence. — Is it become an art, then ? 
A trick that lazy, dull, luxurious gownmen 
Can teach u;» to do over ? I'll no more on't ; 

{Tbrowmgaiwayjbt bdok* 
J have more realanguiihiQ my heart. 
Than all their pedknt d^fi^ipline e'er knew. 
What charnel has-been rifled for thefe bones ? 
Fie ! this is pageantry ; — they look uncouthly^ 
But what of that, if he or (he that own'd 'em 
Safe from difquiet fit, and fmile to fee 
The farce their miferabic relids play ? 
But here's a fight is terrible indeed ! 
Is this that haughty, gallant, gay, Lothario, 
That dear perfidious — Ah!— how pale he looks ! 
How grim with clotted blood, and thofe dead eyes ! 
Afcend, ye ghofts, fantaftic forms of night, 40 



Act V. THE FAIR PENITENT. 75 

In all your different dreadful (hapes afcendj 
And match the prefent horror, if you can. 

Enter Sciolto. 

Set. This dead of night, this filcnt hour of dark- 
nefsy 
Nature for reft ordain'd, and foft repo(e ; 
And yet diftra^on, and tumultuous jars, 
Keep all our frighted citizens awake : 
*' The fenate, weak, divided, and irrefolute, 
" Want pow'r to fuccour the alHided ftate. 
'< Vainly in words and long debates they're wife, 
** While the fierce fadlions fcom their peaceful 

orderd, 
** And drown the voice of law in noife and anarchy*- 
Amidil the general wreck, fee where fhe ftands, 

[Po'mting to CiiHtz. 
Like Helen, in the night when Troy was fack'd, 
Spedbitrefs of the mifchief which (he made* 
CaL It is Sciolto ! Be thyfelf, my foul ; 
Be ftrong to bear his fatal indignation, 
That he may fee thou art not loft fo far. 
But fomewhatftill of his great (pirit lives 
In the forlorn Califta. 

ScL Thou wert once 69 

My daughter. 

Col, Haj^ywereitlhaddyM, 
And never loft thattiame. 

Scu That's fomething yet ; 
Thou wert tht very darling of my age : 
Dz 
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I thought the day too fhort to gaze upon thee, 
That all the blelfings I could gather for thee, 
By cares on earth, and by my pray'rs to Heav'n, 
Were little for my fondnefs to beftow ; 
Why didft thou turn to folly, then, and curfe me? 

Cal. Becaufe my foul was rudely drawn from 
yours ; 
A poor imperfe<n: copy of ray father, 
•* Where goodnefs, and the ftrength of manly virtue, 
« Was thinly planted, and the idle void 
" FilPd up with light belief, and eafy fondnefs ;" 
It was, becaufe I lov'd, and was a woman. 

Sc'u Hadft thou been honeft, thou hadft been a 
cherubim ; 
But of that joy, as of a gem long loft, 
Beyond redemption gone, think we no more. 
Haft thou e'er dar'd to meditate on death ? 80 

Cfl[/. I have, as on the end of fliamc and forrow. 

Set. Ha ! anfwer me ! Say, haft thou coolly 
thought ? 
*Tis not the ftoick's leOTons got by rote. 
The pomp of words, and pedant differtations. 
That can fuftain thee in that hour of terror ; 
Books have taught cowards to talk nobly of it. 
But when the trial comes, they ftand aghaft ; 
Haft thou coniider'd what may happen after it ? 
How thy account may ftand, and what to anfwer ? 

CaL I've tum'd my eyes inward upoQ myfelf. 
Where foul offence and fhame have^d all wafte ; 
Therefore my foul abhors the wretched dwelling, 
And longs to find fome better place of reft* 
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Set. 'Tis juftly thought, and worthy of that fpirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian breafts, when Rome 
Was miftrefs of the world. I would go on, 
And tell thee all my purpofe ; but it fticks 
Here at my heart, and cannot find a way. 

CaL Then (pare the telling, if it be a pain> 
And write the meaning with your poignard here. I oo. 

ScL Oh ! truly guefs'd — fee*ft thou, this trembling 
hand — \_Holdsng up a dagger. 

Thrice juftice urg'd — and thrice the flack'ning finews 
Forgot their office, and confefs'd the father. 
At length the ftubborn virtue has prevaiPd, 
It muftt it mufl be fo— Oh ! take it then, 

[^Giving the dagger. 
And know the reft untaught. 

Cal. I underftand you. 
It is but thus, and both are (atisfy'd. 

[^She offers to killherfelf: Sciolto catches bold 
of her arm. 

Set. A moment, give me yet a moment's fpaoe. 
The ftem, the rigid judge has been obey'd ; 
Now nature, and the father, claim their turns. 
iVe held the balance with an iron hand. 
And put off ev'ry tender human thought^ 
To doom my child to death ; but (pare my eyes 
The moft unnatural fight, left their ftrings crack, 
My old brain fplit, and I grow mad with horror. 

Cal. Ha! is it poflible ; and is there yet 
Some little dear remain of love and tendernefs 
For poor, undone Califta, in your heart ? 

Set. Oh ! when I think what pleafure 1 took in 
thee» 1 20 
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What joys thoo gav'ft rae in thy prattBng iDfajikC]r> 
Thy fprightiy wtt, and early blooming beaocy ; » 
How have I ftood, and fed my eyes upon thee. 
Then, lifting up my handS) and wond'ring* bieftthee ; 
By my ilrong grief, my heart e^'n Bidts withis me ; 
I could tvirk Naturq, and that tyrtDt» hoaoury 
For making me thy father, and thy jod^ ; 
Thou art my daughter ftiU. 

Cal, For that kind word, 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the earth. 
Weep on your feet, and blefe you for this goodnefs. 
Oh ! 'tis too much for this offending wretch^ 
1 his parricide, that murders with her cximeSf 
Shortens her father's age, and cuts him off, 
Ere little more than half his years be numbered. 

Sci Would it were otherwifc — but thorn muik. die. — 

Cal, That I mufl die, it is my only comfort | 
Death is the privilege of human nature, 
And life without it were not worth our taking : 
** Thither the poor, the pris'ner^ aod the mocrrner, 140 
" Fly for relief, and ky their burthens down," 
Come then, aod take me into thy cold arms, 
Thou meagre fhade ; here let me breathe my kft, 
Charm'd with my father's pity and &rgxveDeft» 
More than if angeb tuo'd their golden vioh. 
And fung a requiem to my parting foal. 

Set, I'm fummon'd hence ; ere this my friends ex- 
ped me. 
There is I know not what of &d prefage, 
That tells me, I (hall never fee thee more ; 
If it be fi), thists oar laft farewel, 
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And thefe the'fa^ttg pamp^ which h&mte{6dh 
When anguifh rends the heart-ftrings-^Ob^ rH^ 

daughter ! '[-fecfe Sdolto. 

CaL Now thirik, thou ciirft Cdift^ >ttow beHblft 
The defolationy liorror^ bloiod, irnd ruilh 
Thy crimes and fatal fblty intend around. 
That loudly cry for vengeance on thy he^ j 
Yet Heav'n, who knows our weak, imperfedt'hltUres^ 
How blind with palBonsy and how prone to tvily 
Makes not too ftri^ inquiry for ofFehces, 
But is aton'd by penitence ^od praty^r : 1 60 

Cheap recorapence ! here 'twould not be received, 
Nothing butbiood can make the expiktidn, 
And cleanfe the (bul from inbred, deep |>bllution. 
Andiee, another rojur'd \liietch is come, 
To call for juftice from thy tardy hand. 

Enfer Altamont. 

M. Hail to you, horrors ! harrJ, thou lioufe of 
death! 
And thou, the lovely miftreis of thefe fhajdes^. 
Whofe beauty gilds the more than midnight d^knefs, 
And makes it grateful as the dawn of day. 
Oh, take me in, a fellow-mourner, with thee, 
ril number groan for gioan, and tear for tear ; 
And when the fountain of thy eyes are dry. 
Mine (hall fupply the ftreafn, and weep for both. 

Cai. I know thee well, thou art the injured Altamont ; 
Thou com'fl to urge me with the wrongs I've done 

thee ; 
But knowy I ftand upon the brink of life. 



/ 
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And in a moment mean to fet me free 
From /hame and thy upbraiding. 

Jilt. Falfely, falfcly 
Doft thoiuccufe me \ When did 1 complain, 1 80 
Or murmur at my fate ? " For thee I have 
" Forgot the temper of Italian huftands, 
" And fondnefs has prevaiPd upon revenge.** 
I bore my load of infamy with patience, 
" As holy men do puniihment from HeaVn f * 
Nor thought it hard, bccaufe it came from thee. 
Oh, then, forbid me not to piourn thy lofs. 
To wifh fome better fate had ruPd our loves, 
And that Califta had been mine, and true. 

Col. Oh, Altamont ! 'tis hard for foiils like mine, 
Haughty and fierce, to yield they've done amifs. 
But, Oh, behold ! my proud difdainfiil heart 
Bends to thy gentler virtue. Yes, I own. 
Such is thy truth, thy tendernefs, and love ; 
" Such are the graces that adorn thy youth," 
That, were I not abandoned to deftnidlion. 
With thee I might have liv'd for ages blefs'd. 
And dy*din peace within thy faithful arms. 

^//. Then happinefs is ftili within our reach. 
Here let remembrance lofe our paft misfortunes, 200 
Tear all records that hold the fatal ftory ; 
Here let our joys begin, from hence go on. 
In long fucceiHve order. 

Cal. What I in death i 

jilL Then, ait thou fix'd to die ?— — But be it fo ; 
We'll go together ; my adventurous love 
Shall follow thee *^ to thofe uncertain beings. 
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" Whether our lifelefs (hades are doom'd to wander 
" In gloomy grovesy with difcontented ghofts ; 
" Or whether thro' the upper air we fleet, 
" And tread the fields ©flight; ftill 111 purfut thee," 
Till hte ordains that we fhall part no more. 
Cal, Oh, no ! Heav'n has ibme other better lot in 
ftorc 
To crown thee with. Live, and be happy long ; 
Live, for fome maid that fhall deferve thy goodnefs, 
Some kind, unpradtisM heart, that never yet 
Has liften'd to the falfe ones of thy fex. 
Nor known the arts of ours ; (he fhall reward thee, 
Meet thee with virtues equal to thy own, 
Charm, thee with fweetnefs, beauty, and with truth ; 
Be bleft in thee alone, and thou in her. 22 1 

Enter Horatio. 

Hor» Now, mourn indeed, ye miferable pair ; 
For now the meafurc of your woes is full. 

M. What doft thou mean, Horatio ? 

Hon Oh, *tis dreadful ! 
The great, the good Sciolto dies this moment. 

Cal. My father! 

Alt, That's a deadly ftroke, indeed. 

Hor. Not long ago he privately went forth. 
Attended but by few, and thofe unbidden. 
I heard which way he took, and flraight purfuM him ; 
But found him compafs'd by Lothario's fadion, 
Almofl alone, amidft a crowd of foes. 
Too late we brought him aid, and drove them back ; 
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Ere that, his frantic valour liad provok'd 

The death he feem'd to wifti for from their fwords. 

Cai, And doft thou bear me yet, ihou patient 
♦ earth? 
Doft thou not labour with thy murderous Weiight ? 
And you, ye glitt'ring, heav nly hoft of ftars» 
Hide your fair heads in clouds, or I (hall blaft you ; 
For i am all contagion, death, and ruin, 241 

And nature fickens at me. Reft, thou world, 
This parricide fhall be thy plague no more 5 
Thus, thus i fet thee free. IStabs berfelf. 

Hor. Oh, fatal raflinefs ! 

Alt, Thou doft inftriKa me well. To lengthen life. 
Is but to triile now. 

\^A\ttmorA. offers to kill hmfelf\ Horatio fre- 
vents him^ and wrefts his fword from him. 

Hor, Ha ! what means 
The frantic Altamont ? Some foe to man 
Has breatli'd on ev'ry breaft contagious fury. 
And epidemic madnefs. 

Enter SciOLto, pak and bloody ^ fupported hy fer*vdnts. 

Cal. Oh, my heart ! 
Well may'ft thou fail ; for fee, the fpring that fed 
Thy vital ftream is wafted, and runs low. 
My father ! will you now, at laft, forgive me,' 
If, after all my crimes, and all your fufFVings, 
I call you once again by that dear name ? 
Will you forget my (hame, and thofe wide wounds-? 
Lift up your hand, andblefs me, ere I go 
Down to my dark abode ? 2 60 
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Set. Ahsj my daughter ! 
Thou haft rafhly ventured in a ftormy fea, 
Where life, fame, virtue, all were wreck'd and loft. 
But fure thou haft borne thy part in all the anguifh^ 
And finarted with the pain. Then, reft in peace : 
Let fiknce and oblivion hide thy name. 
And fave thee from the malice of pofterity ; 
And may 'ft thou fiad with Heav'a the fame forgive- 
nefs. 

As with thy father here. Die, and be happy. 

Cal. Celeftial founds ! Peace dawns upon my foul, 
And ev'ry pain grows lefs — ^Oh, gentk Altamont ! 
Think not too hardly of me wiien I'm gone ; 

But pity me Had 1 but early known 

Thy wond'tDus worthy thow excellent young man, 
We had been lappier both-*— —Now, \k tsoo late 5 
And yet my eyes take pkafure tx) behoM thee ; 
Thou art theirlaft 4earobgeA— M^cy, Hcav'n ! 

IShe dies. 
M. Cold ! dead, and cold ! and yet thou art not 
chang'd. 
But lovely ftill. Hadft thou a thoufand faults, 
What heart fo hard, what virtue fo fevere, 280 

But at that beauty muft offeree relented. 
Melted to pity, love, and to forgivenefs ? 

ScL Oh, turn thee from that fatal objedl, Alu- 
mont, 
Come near, and let me blefs thee, ere I die. 
To thee, and brave Horatio, I bequeath 

My fortunes Lay me by thy noble father. 

And lore my memory, as thou haft his ; 

For thou haft been my fon — Oh, gracious Heav'n I 
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Thou that haft endlefs bleiEngs ftill in ftore 

For virtue^ and for filial piety. 

Let grief, difgrace, and want be far away ; 

But multiply thy mercies on his head. 

Let honour, greatnefs, goodnefs» ftill be with him. 

And peace in all his ways {^He diu. 

Jilt. Take, take it all : 
To thee, Horatio, I refign the gift^ 
While I purfue my father, and my love» 
And find my only portion in the grave. 

Hot, The ftorm of grief bears hari upon his youth. 
And bends him, like a drooping flower to earth. 300 
By fuch examples are we taught to prove ' 

The forrows that attend unlawful love. 
Death, or fome worfe misfortune, foon divide. 
The injured bridegroom from his guilty bride. 
If you would have the nuptial union laft. 
Let virtue be the bond that ties it faft. 

^ \^ExftnU mms. 



EPILOGUE. 



ITOUfee the tripping dame could Jtnd no favour ^ 

Dearly Jbe paid for breach of good behaviour ; 

Nor could her loving hujband* s fondnefs fave her. 

Italian laSet lead but fcuroy liva, 

There^s dreadful deaUngs with ehping wives •• 

Thus *tiSf hecaufe thefe hufiands are ohey*d 

By force of laws ^ which for themfehes they made* 

With taks of old prefcriptions^ they confine 

7he right ofmarriage'rules to their male SnCf 

And huff', and domineer by right i&vine* 

Had we thepow^r, w^d make the tyrants knoWf 

What 'tis to fail in duties which they owe ; 

We^d teach the faunt' ring fquire^ who loves td roam^^ 

Forgetful of his own dearfpoufe at home ; 

Who fnores^ at tnghtyfupinely by herjide ; 

'Twos not for this the nuptial knot was ty^d. 

Theplod^ngpettyfogger, and the city 

Have kam'df at leqft^ this modem way of wit. 

Each iU-bredf fenfelefs rogue^ tho* ne^erfo dull. 

Has th* in^udence td think his wife a fool ; 

Hefpends the night, where merry wags refort. 

With joking clubs, and eighteen-penny port ; 

WhUeJhe, poor foul, 's contented to regale. 

By afadfea<oalfire, with wigs and ale. 

Well may the cuckold-making tribe Jind grace. 

And Jill an abfent bufband's empty place. 



\ 



epilogue: 

Ifym tjoou^d e^er Bring con/tancy infa/hion^ 

Tou men muJIJirfi begin the reformation. 

Thenjhall the golden age of love return^ 

No turtle for her wan^ring mate JhaU mourn ; 

No foreign charms JhaU caufe domeflicflrifef 

But every married manjball toq/l his *ttfife j 

PhilRsfhall not be to the country fent^ 

For carnivals in tovtm to keep a te£ous Lent ; 

Lampoons fhattcec^Ci and envious fcandal die^ 

AndattfballUve infeacet lUe my good man and / 
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TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, 

rHE PRINCESS. 

Madam, 

^HAT high JiaAm^ tvhkh^ by your births yoB hold 
^fbove thepeopky exa3sfrom every onej as a Juty^ Huhat' 
^^r honours they are capable of paying to your Royal 
Kghnefs ; but that more exalted place to which your vir- 
^ have raifedyouj above the refl of princes ^ makes the 
Mute of our admiration andpraife rather a choice , more 
immediately preventing that duty. The public gratitude is 
f^ier founded on a public benefit ; and what is untverfatty 
bl^ed is always an univerfal bleffing. Thus, from your^ 
fdfvfe derive the offerings which we bring ; and that in" 
cerfe which arifes to your name^ only returns to its original^ 
foulhwt naturally requires the parent of its being. 

From hence it isf that this Poem^ cmfiituted on a morale 
^hofe end it is to recommend, and to encourage virtue, of 
Sequence, hasrecourfe to your Royal Highnefs^s patron^ 
(^e ; ajpiring to cqfl itf elf beneath your feet, anddeclimng 
^^obation, 'till youjhall condefcendto own it, and vouch" 
fife tofhine upon it, as on a creature of your influence. 

It is from the example of princes, that virtue becomes a 
fajhm in the people ; for even they who are averfe to in* 
JruQiott, will yet be fond of imitation. 

A2 
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This fplendid error of a man of genius has h&tti po- 
pular amoog fiich as either knew net, ot did not fed, 
the chafter ornaments of cdmpbfilion — ^blit gaVe to ex- 
travagance of fentiment and improbability of fitaatldn 
what is due only td propriety arid nature. 

As the language and the fentiments of this tragedy 
exemplify very forcibly every fault in dramatic com- 
pofition, it may not be diiTerviceable to Letters to ex- 
tend the brevity of our mentions for this article. 

Co NGR eve's imagination was naturally vivid, luxu- 
riant, and rapid. — He heaps up, when the impetus is 
upon him, an accumulation of glitter and gawd, ex- 
travagant and miftimed. — For paflion his common 
fubftitute is fplendor ; yet fo unequal are his powers, 
that he has frequently fcenes of alternate inanity and 
bombaft— of creeping imbecility and foaring extra- 
vagance. 

Of his ufe of unmeaning expletive^ take the follow- 
ing fample : — 

Almeria, But I ^/;V/promifc I would tell thee— What ? 
My miferies ? Thou ^o/? already know them $ 
And, when I told thee thou didfi nothing know, 
It was becaufe thou d'tdji not know Alphonib. 
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Sordy this is nothing. 
Of the inane take the following deleflable dofe : 

Ofmyn, I hate her not, nor can diflemble love— 
But as I mayt VU do. 

This reminds us of Corporal Nym and ancient Pl/tol — 
one of which tatterdemaliotis fays — 

I cannot te]l, 
Things mud be as they wuy* 

0£m$f€r{dfle extrayagance, and mifplaced metaphor^ 
read this rant : 

OJkf^ What brightn^fs breaks upoti me thns thro' ftiades, 
And promifes a day to this dark dwelling f 

A Priocc imprifoned is not thus fuperlative in e^t- 
frefton. — Ofafcrve alfo the lady \t veiled. 

The grand model for tender intercourfei th^ exa^ 
etiquette of drefs, and colloquial communicativenefsy 
here follows, extradled from a fcene between Almeria 
and Leonora : 

Leotu Hufband ! O Heav'ns ! 

Ahu Alas ! what have I faid ? 

My grief has hurried me beyond all thought. 
I would have kept that fecret j though I know 
Thy love and faith to me deferve all confidence. 

The reafon why (he would conceal it, is extremely 
curious. , 

But 'tis the wretch's comfort ftill to have 
Some fmall referve of aear and inward woe, 
Some unexpefted hoard of darling grief. 



viii THE MOURNING BRIDE. 

Which THEY ^who are tbeyfj iinfeen may waili and wc«pi 

and rnoum^ 
Andy glutton-like, tf/od^ devour* 

LeoH, Indeed! 

I knew not this. 
^m» Onoy thou know*il not haJf, 

Know^il Mating of my forrows— if thou did'ft— 

If I (hould tell thee, wouldft thou pity me ? 

Tell me : I know thou wouidft, thou art cofltipaffionate. 
LeoK^ Witnefs thefe tear s ■ — 
jUm. I thank thee, &c 

• But it is oeceflkry we (hould remark^ a ll is not like 
thefe notkia — ^the Play has fentimentsy now and then, 
that are natural^ and defcription that both Feeling and 
Fancy may delight in — but it excites no intereft — 
the perfonages are out of dranving — the mo^ft out- 
line of nature is bloated by extravagance, and oma- 
^mented by an injudicious fancy with jewels that glitter 
only in the footy ear of an J^hkp. 
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*HS time has been tvhenplays were not fo plenty ^ 
Andakfs number^, neWf tvould well content ye. 
New plays did then like almanacks appear , 
And one was thought fujjicient for a year 2 
Tboi^h they are more like almanacks of late ; 
For in one year f I think f they* re out of date. 
Nor were they^ withoutreafon^ joined together ; 
f'orjuft as one prognofiicates the weather^ 
How plentiful the cropy or fear ce the grain^ 
What peals of thunder ^ or what fbowers of rain; 
So father can foretell by certain rules , 
What crops ofcoxcombs^ or what floods of fools, 
h fitch Rke prophecies were poets JkiWd^ 

Which now they find in their own tribe fulfiW d. 

The dearth of wit they didfo long prefage^ 

It fallen on uSf and almqfiflarves thejlagc. 

Were you not grieved, as often as you faw 

Poor aSors threjh fuch empty Jheafs offlra*w P 

Toiling and laboring at their lungs* expence, 

Tofiartajeftt or force a little fenfe? 

Nard fate for usyflill harder in th* event : 

Our authors ^n^ but we alone repent. 

Still they proceed^ andy at our charge^ write worfe ; 
Ttuerefome amends ^ if they could reimburfe ; 

^^ there's the devil, tho' their caufe is loj. 

There's no recovering damages or cofl. 
B 
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Good witSf forgive this Vdferty nve takfj 

Since cuftom gives thelofers leave to /peak* 

^^ iff provoPdf your dreadful wrath remains ^ 

T'aieyour revenge upon the coming fcenes : 

For that damned poe^sfpar*df tvho damns a brothi 

As one thief f capes that executes another. 

Thus far alone doits to the wits relate ; 

But from the reft <tvt hope a better fate, 

Topleafsf and move^ has been €W poet's theme f 

jirt may dtreSy but nature is Ins aim ; 

And nature mtfs'd^ in vain he boajls his att^ 

For only nature can affea the heart. 

Then freely judge the fcenes thatfhallenfue ; 

But as with freedom^ jitdge with candour too* 

He would not lofe^ thro* prejudice his caufe ; 

Nor would obtain^ precarioufly^ applaufe, 

Infartial cenfure he requeftsfrom allf 

Prepared byjuft decrees toJUmd orfalL 
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MANtEL, thekiago/Gxzmdi^ 
GoNSALEz, his favourite 
Gakci A, fin to Gonfalez 
Perez, captain of the guards 
AlONzo, an officer^ creature to Gonfalez 
OsviYv^anoble prifoner • 

He LI, a prifiner^ his friend 
Selim, an eunueb. 



Almeria, the princefs of GrTunzda. 

Z AK Ay a captive gueen 

LiEONORA, chief attendant on theprincefs 



Men. 

Mr. Aickin. 
Mr. Packer. 
Mr. Barrymore. 
Mr. Wilfon. 
Mr. Phillimore. 
Mr. Kemble. 
Mr, Benfon. 
Mr. Fawcett. 

iVomen. 

Mrs. Ward. 
Mrs. Siddonf. 
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Manuel, ^^« It/gt^ o/'Gianada 
GomsalEZ, his favourite 
Garcia, fin to Gonfalez 
Perez, captain of the guards 
Alonzo, an officer^ creature to Gonfalez 
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Heli, a prifoner y bis friend 
Selim, an eunuch 



Almeria, theprincefsofGrTniada, 

Zara, a captive queen 

Leonora, chief attendant on theprinafi 



Men. 
Mr. Hull. 
Mr. Gardner. 
Mr. Powell. 
Mr. Thompfon. 
Mr. Fearon. 
Mr. Holman. 
Mr. Cubit. 
Mr. Macready. 

fTomen, 
Mifs Brunton. 
Mrs. Pope. 
Mrs. Piatt. 



fFomen, eunuchs, and mutes attending Zara, guards, t^c. 
Scene, Granada. 
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jfCTI. SCENE/. 



Ji room qf^aie, Tht curtain rifingjlonvly to/oft muftc^ 
£fcovers Almeria in mournings Leonora waiting 
in mourning* 

After the muficf Almeria rifes from her chair ^ an J 
comes forward. 

Almeria. 

Music has charms to footh a favage bread. 
To foften rocks, or bend a knotted oak. 
I've read, that things inanimate have mov'd. 
And, as with living fouls, have been informed 
By magic numbers and perfuaiive found. 
What then am I ? Am I more fenfelefs grown 
Than trees or flint ? O, force of conftant woe I 
Tis not in harmony to calm my griefs. 
Anfelmo fleeps, and is at peace ; laft night 
The filent tomb receiv'd the good old king ( 
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He and his forrows now are fafely lodg'd 
Within its cold, but hofpitable, bofom. 
Why am not I at peace ? , 

Leon. Dear Madam, ceafe, 
Or moderate your grief; there is no caufe 

jilrn* No caufe ! Peace, peace ; there is eternal 
caufe. 
And mifery eternal will fucceed. 
Thou canft not tell — thou haft indeed no caufe. 

Leon, Believe me. Madam, I lament Anfelmo, 
And always did compaflionate his fortune ; 20 

Have often wept, to fee how cruelly 
Your father kept in chains his fellow-king : 
And oft, at night, when all have been retir'd,. 
Have ftol'n from bed, and to his prifon crept ; 
Where, while his gaoler flept, 1 thro' the grate 
Have foftly whilper'd, and enquired his health ; 
Sent in my fighs and pray'rs for his deHv'rance } 
For (ighs and pray'rs were all that I could offer. 

^/w. Indeed thou haft a foft and gentle nature ; 
That thus could melt to fee a ftranger's wrongs. 
Oh, Leonora, hadft thou known Anfelmo 
How wou'd thy heart have bled to fee his fuflferings \ 
Thou hadft no caufe, bnt general compaffion. 

Leon. Love of my royal miftrefs gave me cade ; 
My love of you begot my grief for him ; 
For I had heard, that when the chance of war 
Had blefs'd Anfelmo's arms with victory. 
And the rich fpoil of all the field, and you. 
The glory of the whole, were made the prey 
Of his fucceft ; ** that then, in fpite of hate, 40 

*^ Revenge, and that heieditary feud 
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•* Between Valcntia's and Granada's kings," 
He did endear himfelf to your affedliiony 
By all the worthy and indlolgent ways 
His moil induftrious goodnefs could invent ; 
Propofing, by a match between Alphonfo 
His fon, the brave Valentian prince, and you, 
To end the long dilTcntion, and unite 
The jarring crowns. 

" jilm. Alphonfo ! O, Alphonfo ! 
" Thou too art quiet — ^long haft been at peace — 
" Bothy both — ^father and fon are now no more. 
" Thep why am I? Oh, when fhall I have reft ? 
" Why do 1 live to fay you are no more ? 
*' Why are all thefe things thus ? — Is it of force I 
'* Is there neceffity I muft be miferable ? 
" Is it of moment to the peace of Heav'n, 
" That I fhould be afflifted thus ?— If not, 
" Why is it thus contriv'd ? Why are things laid 
'^ By fome unfeen hand, fo, as of fure confequence, 
" They muft to me bring curfes, grief of hean, 
« The laft diftrefs of life, and fure defpair ? Cz 

*^ Leon. Alas I you fearch too far, and tliink too 
deeply.'* 

if/m. Why was I carried to Anfelmo's court ? 
Or there, why was I us'd & tenderly ? 
Why not ill-treated^ like an enemy ^ 
For fo my father would have us'd his child. 
Oh, Alphonfo, Alphonfo! 
Devouring feas have wafh'd thee from my fight. 
No time ftiall raze thee from my memory ; 
No, I will live to be thy monument : 
The cruel ocean is no more thy tomb : 
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But in my heart thou art interr'd ; there, there. 
Thy dear refemhlance is for ever fix'd ; 
My love, my lord, my huiband ftill, the* loft. 
Leott^ Hufband ! Oh, Heav'ns ! 
^Im. Alas ! whet have I faid ? 
My grief has hurry'd me beyond all thought. 
I would have kept that fecret ; though I know 
Thy love, and faith to me deferve all confidence. 80 
" But 'tis the wretch's comfort ftill to have 
" Some fmall referve of near and inward woe, 
" Some unfufpeded hoard of darling grief, 
** Which they unfeen may wail, and weep, and mourp, 
" And, glutton-like, alone devour. 

Leon, Indeed, 
** I knew not this. 

" j^Im, Oh, no, thou know'ft not half, 
** Know'ft nothing of my forrows— if thou didft— * 
" If I fliould tell thee, would'ft thou pity me i 
'* Tell me ; I know thou would'ft ; thou art com- 
pafEonate." 
Leon. Witnefs thefe tears- 
** Aim. I thank thee, Leonor a 
** Indeed I do, for pitying thy fad miftrefs : 
" For 'tis, alas ! the poor prerogative 
*' Of greatnefs to be wretched, and unpitied 
«' But I did promife I would tell thee — ^What ? 
'' My miferies i Thou doft already know 'em : 
** And when I told thee thou didft nothing know, 
*^ It was becaufe thou didft not know Alphonfo : 1 00 
** For to have known my lofs, thou nmft have known 
** His worth, his truths and tendernefs of love." 



-Act I. THE MOURNING BRIDE, 17 

Leon. The memory of that brave prince ftands 

fair 
In all report — 

And I have heard imperfectly his lofs ; 
Bat, fearful to renew your troubles paft, 
I never did prefume to afk the ftory. 
Aim. If for my fwelling heart I can, I'll tell 

thee. 
I was a welcome captive in Valentia, 
E'en on the day when Manuel, my father, 
Led on his conqu'ring troops high as the gates 
Of king Anfelmo's palace ; which, in rage, 
And heat of war, and dire revenge, he fir'd. 
The good king, flying to avoid the flames, 
Started amidft his foes, and made captivity 
His fatal refuge — ^Would that 1 had fall'n 
Amidft thofe flames — ^but 'twas not fo decreed. 
Alphonfo, who forefaw itay father's cruelty. 
Had borne the queen and me on board a fliip 
Ready to fail ; and when this news was brought 1 20 
We put to fea ; but being betray'd by fome 
Who knew our flight, we clofely were purfu'd. 
And almofl: taken ; when a fudden florm 
Drove us, and thofe that followed, on the coaft 
Of Afric : There our veflel flruck the fliore 
And bulging 'gaind; a rock, was dafli'd in pieces ; 
But Heav'n Ipar^d me for yet much more afflidlioD ! 
Condu^ng them who follow'd us, to fhun 
The ftiore, and fave me floating on the waves. 
While the good queen and my Alphonfo perifli'd. 
Leon. Alas 1 were you then wedded to Alphonfo ? 

B3 
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jilm. That day, that fatal day, oqr hands were 
join'd. 
For when my lord beheld the (hip purfuing, 
And faw her rate fo far exceeding ours, 
He came to me, and begg'd me by my love, 
I would ^onfent the prieft fhould make us one ; 
That whether death or victory enfu'd 
I might be his, beyond the power of fate ; 
The queen too did aflift his fuit — I granted 5 
And in one day was wedded and a widow- 140 

Leon. Indeed 'twas mournful — — 

jilm, 'Twas as 1 have told thee 

For which I mourn, and will for ever mourn ; 
Nor will I change thefe black and difmal robes. 
Or ever dry thefe fwoln and watery eyes ; 
Or ever tafte content, or peace of heart. 
While I haVe life, and thought of my Alphonfo. 

" Lton. Look down, good Heav'n, with pity on 
her forrows, 
" And grant that time may bring her fome relief. 

" Ainu Oh, no ! time gives increafe to my afflic- 
tions. 
« The circling hours, that gather all the woes 
«' Which are diffused thro' the revolving year, 
** Come heavy laden with th' oppre/Eng weight 
*' To me ; with me, fucccflivcly, they leave 
'* The fighs, the tears, the groans, the rcftlefs cares, 
'* And all the damp pf grief, that did retard their flight: 
" They ftiake- their downy wings, and fcatterall 
" The dire colledlcd dews on my poor head : 
** Then fly with joy and fwiftnefs from me." 

[^Shouts at a difiauci. 
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Lttm. Hark ! i6o 

The dtflant (houts proclaim your father's triumph. 

ceafe> for Heaven's fake, afiuage a little 
This torrent of your grief, for, this I fear, 
'Twill urge bis wrath, to fee you drown'd in tears^ 
When joy appears in every other face. 

jflm. And joy he brings to ev'ry other heart« 
But double, double weight of woe to mine : 
For with him Garcia comes — Garcia, to whoov 
. I muft be facrific'd, and all the vows 

1 gave my dear Alphonfo bafely broken* 
No, it fhall never be ; for I will die 

Firft, die ten thoufand deaths— 'Look down, look 

down, 
Alphonfo, hear the facred vow I make ; [_KneeIs*> 

" One moment, ceafe to gaze on perfect blifs, 
" And bend tliy glorious eyes to earth and me." 
And thou, Anfelrao, if yet thou art arrived 
Thro' all impediments of purging fire. 
To that bright Heav'n, where my Alphonfo reigns. 
Behold thou alfo, and attend my vow. 
If ever I do yield, or give confent, i8o 

By any adtion, word, or thought, to wed 
Another lord; ni^y then juft Heav'n (how*r down 
Unheard of curfes on me, greater far 
(If fuch there be in angry Heaven's vengeance) 
Than any I have yet endur*d — ^And now [^Rlpng^ 
My heart has fome relief; having fo well 
Difcharg'd this debt, incumbent on my love. 
Yet, one thing more I wou'd engage from thee. 
Lion. My heart, my life, and will, are only 
yours. 
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Jim. 1 thank thee. 'Tis but this : anon, when all 
Are wrapped and bufied in the gen'ral joy, 
Thou wilt withdraw, and privately with me 
Steal forth, to vifit good Anfelmo's tomb. 

Leon. Alas ! I fear fome fatal refolution. 

jllm. No, on my life, my faith, I mean no ill^ 
Nor violence — 1 feel myfelf more light. 
And more at large, fince I have made this vow. 
Perhaps I would repeat it there more foleranly. 
Tis that, or fome fuch melancholy thought. 
Upon my word, no more. 200 

Leon. I will attend you. 

Enter Alonzo. 

jilm. The lord Gonfalez comes to tell your high- . 
nefs 
The king is juft arriv'd. 

jilnu Condudb him in. [-E^iVAlon. 

That's his pretence ; his errand is, I know, 
To fill my ears witli Garcia's valiant deeds ; 
And gild and magnify his fon's exploits. 
But I am arm'd with ice around my heart. 
Not to be warm'd with words, or idle eloquence. 



Enter Gonsalez. 

Gon. Be ev'ry day of your long life like this. 
The fun, bright'conqueft, and your brighter eyes, 
Have all confpir*d to blaze promifcuous light. 
And bleis this day with mod unequal'd luflre. 
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Your royal father, my vidlorious lord, 

Loaden with fpoils, and ever-living laurel, 

Is entering now, in martial pomp, the palace. 

live hundred mules precede his folemn march. 

Which groan beneath the weight of Moorifh wealth. 

Chariots of war, adom'd with glitt'ring gems, 

Succeed ; and next, ^ hundred neighing fleeds, 220 

White as the fleecy rain on Alpine hills. 

That bound and foam, and champ the golden bit, 

lAs they difdain'd the vidlory they grace. 

Prifoners of war in fhining fetters follow : 

•And captains of the nobleft blood of Afric 

Sweat by his chariot wheel, '^ and lick and grind, 

•' With gnafliing teeth, the duft his triumphs raife.** 

The fwarraing populace ipread every wall, 

** And cling, as if with claws they did enforce 

** Their hold ; thro' cHfted flones ftretching and 

ftaring, 
" As if they were all eyes, and every limb 
** Would feed its faculty of admiration :" 

While you alone retire, and fhun this fight ; 

This fight, which is indeed not feen (tho* twice 

The multitude fhould gaze) in abfence of your eyes. 
^Im. My lord, my eyes ungratefully behold 

The gilded trophies of exterior honours. 

Nor will my ears be charm 'd with foimding words. 

Or pompous phrafe, the pageantry of fouls. 

But that my father is returned in fafety, 240 

I bend to Heav'n with thanks. 
Gon, Excellent princefs ! 

But 'tis a talk unfit for my weak age 

With dying words to offer at your praifc. 
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Garcia, my fon, your beauty's lowefl flave, 
Has better done i in proving with his fword 
The force and influence of your matchkfs charms. 
jilm. I doubt not (^ the worth of Garcia's deedsy 
Which had been brave, though I had ne'er beea 
born. 
Leon* Madam, the king. \_Fi6WJ/L^ 

*' Aim, My women. I wou'd meet him." 

[_AUmdanti to Almeria tnter In mourmngm 

Symphony of warlike mufic. Enter the King, attended 
by G A R c I A and fever al officers. Files of prif oners in 
chains y and guards y who are ranged in order round the 
Jlage, Almeria meets the King, and kneels : af" 
terwards Gonsalez kneels and hijfes the King's 
handy while Garcia does the fame to the princefs. 

King. Almeria, rife — My beft Gonfalez, rife. 
What, tears ! my good old friend— 

Gon. But tears of joy. 
Believe mc. Sir, to fee you thus, has fiU'd 
Mine eyes with more delight than they can hold. 

King. By Heav'n, thou lov'il me, and I'm pleas'd 
thou doft ; 
Take it for thanks, old man, that 1 rejoice 
To fee thee weep on this occafion—- Some 
Here are, who feem to mourn at our fuccefs \ 260 
Why is't, Almeria, that you meet our eyes. 
Upon this folemn day, in thefe fad weeds ? 
In oppofition to my brightnefs, you 
And yours are all like daughters of afflidlion. 



Act I. THE MOURNING BRIDE. »j 

jilm. Forgive me, Sir, if I in this offend. 
The year, which I have vow'd to pay to Heav'n, 
In mourning and ftridl life, for my deliverance 
From wreck and death, wants yet to be expired. 
King. Your zeal to Heav'n is great, fo is your 
debt: 
Yet fomething too is due to me, who gave 
That life, which Heav'n preferv'd. A day beftow'd 
In filial duty, had aton'd and giv'n 
A difpenfation to your vow — No more ! 
*Twas weak and Mdlful — and a woman's error. 
Yet, upon thought, it doubly wounds my fight. 
To fee that fable worn upon the day. 
Succeeding that, in which our deadlieft foe. 
Hated Anfelmo, was interred — by Heav'n, 
It looks as thou didft mourn for him : jufl fo 
Thy fenfelefs vow appeared to bear its date, 280 
Not from that hour wherein thou wert preferv'd. 
But that wherein the curs'd Alphonfo perifh'd. 
Ha ! What ? thou doft not weep to think of that ! 

GoH. Have patience, royal Sir ? the princefs weeps 
To have offended you. If fate decreed. 
One pointed hour fhould be Alphonfo's lofs. 
And her deliverance, is fhe to blame ? 
King. I tell thee (he's to blame, not to have 
feafted 
When my firft foe was laid in earth, fuch enmity. 
Such deteftation bears my blood to his ; 
My daughter fhould have revell'd at his death. 
She fhould have made theie palace walls to fhake. 
And all diis high and ample roof to ring 
With her rejoicings. What, to mourn and weep ! 
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Then, then to weep, and pray, and grieve ! by 

Heav'n, 
There's not a flave, a (hackled flave of mine, 
But fhould have fmil'd that hour, through all his 

care, 
And fhook his chains in tranfport and rude harmony. 
Gon, What fhe has done, was in excefs of good- 
nefs ; 
Betray 'd by too much piety, to feem 300 

As if fhe had offended Sure, no more. 

King, To feem is to commit, at this conjundlure. 
I wo'not have a feeming forrow feen 
To-day. — Retire ; divefl yourfelf with fpeed 
Of that offenfive black 5 on me be all 
The violation of your vow ; for you 
It fhall be your excufe, that 1 command it. 

Gar, {^Kneeling,^ Your pardon, Sir, if I prefumc 
fo far, 
As to remind you of your gracious promife- 

King, Rife, Garcia — I forgot. Yet flay, Almeria. 
jilm. My boding heart ! — What is your pleafure. 

Sir? 
King. Draw near, and give your hand, and, Gar- 
cia, yours : 
Receive this lord, as one whom I have found 
Worthy to be your hufband, and my fon. 

Gar, Thus let me kneel to take — O not to take- 
But to devote, and yield myfelf for ever 
The flave and creature of my royal miflrefs. 

Gon, O let me proflrate pay my worthlefs thanks-— 
King, No more ; my promife long fince pafs*d, 
thy fenrices. 
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And Garcia's well-tr/d valour, all oblige me. 3 20 
This day we triumph ; but to-morrow's fun, 
Garcia, (hall fhine to grace thy nuptials 

^im. Oh! [FainU. 

Gar. She faints ! help to fupport her. 

" Gon. She recovers." 

King. " A fit of bridal fear." How is*t, Almeria ? 

jlim. A fudden chillnefs feizes on my fpirits. 
Your leave, Sir, to retire. 

King. Garcia, condud her. 

[Garcia Uads Almeria io the door, andrttunu* 
This idle vow hangs on her woman's fears, 
" ril have a prieft (hall preach her from her faith, 
*' And make it fin, not to renounce that vow 
"Which I'd have broken." Now, what would 
Alonzo I 



Enter Alonzo. 

Ahn. Your beauteous captive, Zara, is arriv'd. 
And with a train as if fhe ftill were wife 
To Aibucacim, and the Moor had conquered. 

Kmg^ It is our will fhe fhould be fo attended. 
" Bear hence thefc prifoners." Garcia, which is he. 
Of whofe mute valour you relate fuch wonders ? 

\^Prif oners led off. 

Gar. Ofmyn , who led the Moorifh horfe ; but he. 
Great Sir, at her requefl, attends on Zara. 34 z 

King. He is your prifoner ; as you pleafe difpofc 
him. 
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Gar. I would oblige him, but he ihusfr my kind- 
nefs; 
And with a haughty mien, and ftern civility, 
DumUy declines all offers. If he fpeak, 
'Tis fcarce above a word ; as he were bom 
Alone to do, and did difdain to talk ; 
At leaft to talk where he muft not command. 

Kin^, Such fullennefs, and in a man fo brave, 
Muft have fome other caufe than his captivity. 
Did Zara, then, requeft he might attend her ? 

Gar. My lord, Ihe did. 

King, That, joined with his behaviour. 
Begets a doubt. I'd have 'em watch'd ; perhaps 
Her chains hang heavier on him than his own. 

Enier Alonzo, Zara, and Osmyij hounds conduced 
^jf Perez arid a guardy and attended by Selim and 
federal mutes and eunuchs in a train. 

King. What welcome, and what honours, beaute- 
ous Zara, 
A king and conqueror can give, are yours. 
A conqueror indeed, where you are won 5 
Who with fuch luftre ftrike adroirinf^ eyes, 359 

That had your pomp been with your prefence graced, 
Th' cxpe^ing crowd had been deceived ; and feen 
The monarch enter not triumphant, but 
In pleafing triumph led ; your beauty's flave. 

Zar, If I on any terms coidd condefceud 
To like captivity, or think thofe honours, 
Which conquerors in courtefy beftow. 
Of equal value with unborrowed rule 
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Afld native rfght to arbitrary fway, 
X might be pteas'd, when I behold this train 
'With ufual homage wait : but when I feel 
Thefe bonds> I look with loathing on my{elf» 
Andfcom vile flavcry, though doubly hid 
beneath mock-praifes, and diftembled ftate. 

King. Thofe bonds ! Twas my command you 
(hould be free. 
How durft you, Perez, difobey ? 

Perez. Great Sir, 
Your order was (he fhould not wait your triumph ; 
But at fome diftance follow, thus attended. 
King, 'Tis faife ; 'twas more ; I bid (he ftiouU be 
free ; 
If not in words, I bid it by my eycy. 580 

Her eyes did more than bid Free her and hers 

With fpeed — ^yet ftay — my hands alone can make 

Kt refKtution here Thus I releafc you. 

And by releafing you, enflave myfelf. 
Zar, Such favours, fo conferr'd, tho* when rai- 
fought ; 
Defcrve acknowledgment from noble minds. 
Such thanks, as one hating to be oblig'd »■ 
Yet hating more ingratitude, can pay, 
I offer. 

King. Born to excel, and to command ! 
As by tranfcendent beauty to attradl 
AH eyes, fo by pre-eminence of foul 
'Torule all hearts. 
Garcia, what's he, who with contracted brow, 

\^Beholding Ofmyn as they unbind him. 
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And fiillen port, glooms downwards with lus eyes ; 
At once regardlefs of his chains, or liberty ? 

Gar. That; Sir, is he of whom I (poke ; that's 
Ofmyn. 

King. He anfwers well the charadber you gave him. 
Whence comes it, valiant Ofmyn, that a man 
So great in arms, as thou art faid to be, ^qc 

So hardly can endure captivity. 
The common chance of war ? 

0/m, Becaufe captivity 
Has robb'd me of a dear and juft revenge. 

King, 1 underftand not that* 

0/m. I would not have you.^ 

Zar. That gallant Moor in battle loft a friendf 
Whom more than life he lov'd ; and the regret, 
Of not revenging on his foes that lofs. 
Has caused this melancholy and defpair. 

King. She does excufe him } 'tis as I fufpedted. 

ITo Gonf. 

Gon. That friend might be herfelf ; feem not to 
heed 
His arrogant reply : (he looks concem'd. 

Kit^. I'll have enquiry m^ide ; perhaps his friend 
Yet lives, and is a prifoner. His name ? 

Zar. Hcli. 

King. Garcia, that fearch (hall be your care : 
It (hall be mine to pay devotion here ; 
At this fair fhrine to lay my laurels down. 
And raife love's altar on the fpoils of war. 420 

Conqueil and triumph, now, are mine no more ; I 

Nor will I vi^ory in camps adore : 



i 



f 
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^* Fory lingering there, in long fufpence flic ftandsi 

** Shifting the prize in unrefblving hands ; 

•• Umis'd to wait, I broke thfough her delay, 

** Kx'd her by force, and fnatch'd the doubtful day, 

•' Now late I find that war is but her fport j 

^' In love the goddefs keeps her awful court 5" 

Tickle in fields, unfteadily (he flies, 

2ut rules with fettled fway in Zara's eyes. [£*»//• 
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Kiprefenting tbe AlfUofa Tmph. " Garcia, Heli, 
Perez. 

" Garcia, 

"This way weVe told, Ofmyn was feen to walk ; 
" Choofiog this lonely manfion of the dead, 
" To mourn, brave Heli, thy miftaken fate. 
" HeU. Let Heav'n with thunder to the centre 
fbike me, 
" If to arife in very deed from death, 
" And to revifit, with my long-clos'd eyes, 
*' This living light, could to my foul or fenfe 
" Afford a thought, or fhew a glimpfe of joy, 
" In Icaft proportion to the vafl delight 
" 1 feel, to hear of Ofmyn's name ; to hear 
**That Ofinyn lives, and I again (hall fee him. 
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'* irtrcla, IVe heard* with admiration, of pur 
fiieiidflitp. 

" Per, Yonder^ my lord, behold the noble Moor. 

*^ lieh Where? Where? 

'^ Gar, liavr him not, nor My like hi m 

** Per. I Tafw him when I Tpohe, thwarting my 
view, 
*' And ftriding widi diftemperM hsfte \ hiB eyes 
'' Seem'd flame, and flafh'd upon me with a glance ; 
** Then forward fhot their fires which he purfu'd, 
** Ab to fome objeA frightfiil, yet not fcar'd. 20 

••' Gur. Let's hafte to follow him, and know die 
caufe* 

•* Heh My lord» let me intreat you to forbear : 
'' Leave me alone, to find and cure the caufe. 
'' I know hie melancholy, and fuchftarts 
** Are ufual to his temper* It might raife him 
" To aft fome violence upon himfelf, 
** So to be caught in an unguarded hour, 
•' And when his foul gives all her pailion way, 
" Secure and loofe in friendly folitudc. 
. '* I know his noble heart would burft with fhame, 
" To be furpris*d by ftrangers in its frailty. 

*' Gar* Go, generous Heli, and relieve your friend. I 
*' Far be it from me officioufly to piy 
** Or prefs upon the privacies of others. \ExU Heli. 
" Perez, the king expedls from our return 
;* To have his jcaloufy confirm'd, or clear'd, 
'* Of that appearing love which Zara bears 
" To Ofmyn ; but fome other opportunity 
" Muft make that plain. 
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•* Per. To mc ^twas long fince plain, 
** And ev'ry look from him and her confirms it. 

'* Gnr. If fb, unhappine(s attends their lore, 
** And I could pity 'cm. I hear fome coming, 
*' The imndsy peHiaps^ arc met 1 let us avoid *em. 

\JExtunt% 

Enter ALMfiRtA and L&OKoaA. 

Aim. It was ^ fancy'd noile, for all is huih'd* 

Ldm. It bone the accent of a human voiae. 

J^. It was thy fear, or elfe fome trandent wind 
Whittling through hollows of this vaulted aifle. 
We'U liften 

Leon. Hark ! 

Almt NO) all is hu(h'd) and (till as death-«-.'tis dread* 
fill! 
How reverend is the face of this tall pile. 
Whole ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 
To bear aloft its arch'd and ponderous roof. 
By its own weight made fledfaft and immoveable, 
Looking tranquility* It ftrikes an awe 
And terror on my aking (ight ; the tombs 
And monumental caves of death look cold, 
. And fhoot a chillneft to my trembling heart. 
Give me thy hand, and lef me hear thy voice ; 6o 
Kay, qtiickiy fpeak to me, and let me hear 
Thy voice — my own affrights me with its echoes. 

Lecm. Let us return ; the horror of this place 
And filence will encreafe your melancholy. 

Aim. It may my fears, but cannot add to that. 
No, I wiiloB ; (hew me Anfelmo's tomb, 
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Lead me o'er bones and fculls, and mould'ring earth^^ 

Of human bodies ; for Pll mix with them. 

Or wind me in the fhroud of fome pale corfe 

Yet green in earth, rather than be the bride 

Of Garcia's more detefted bed : that thought 

Exerts my fpirits ; and my prefent fears 

Are loft in dread of greater ill. Then fhe w me, 

Lead me, for I am bolder grown : lead on 

Where I may kneel, and pay my vows again 

To him, to Heav'n, and my Alphonfo's foul. 

** Leon. I go; but Heav'n can tell with what regret. 

{^Exeunt. 

Enter Heli. 

I wander thro* this maze of monuments. 
Yet cannot find him — Hark ! fare tis the voice 
Of one complaining — ^There it founds — I'll follow it. 

lExit. 



SCENE II. 



Opening f dif covers a Place of Tombs: one Monument front- 
ing the view greater than the reft. 

Enter Almeria a/i^ Leonora. 

Leon. Behold the facred vault, within whole womb 
The poor remains of good Anfelmo reft. 
Yet frefh and unconfum'd by time or worms. 
What do 1 fee ? Oh, Heav'n ! either my eyej 
Are falfe, or ftill the marble door remains 
Unclos'd ; the iron gatesy that lead to death 



^^T n. THE MOURNING BRIDE. 35 

oeneath, are ftill wide ilretch'd upon their hinge, 
^nd ftaring on us with unfolded leaves. 

Alm> Sure ^tis the friendly yawn of death for roe ; 
And that dutnb 'mouth, (ignificant in (hoW) 
Invites me to the bed, where I alone 
Shall reft; fhews me the grave, where nature, 

weary 
And long opprefs'd with woes and bending cares, 
May lay the burden down, and fink in flumbers 
Of peace eternal, " Death, grim death, will fold 
** Me in his leaden arms, and prefs me clofe 
*« To his cold clayey breaft :" my father then 
Will ceafe his tyranny ; and Garcia too 
Will fly my pale deformity with loathing. 
My foul, enlarged from its vile bonds, will mount. 
And range the ftarry orbs, and milky ways, 10 1 
** Of that refulgent world, where I fhall fwim 
*< In liquid light, and float on feas of blifs 
To my Alphonfo's foul. Oh, joy too great ! 
Oh, ecilacy of thought ! Help me, Anfelmo 5 
Help me, Alphonfo ; uke me, reach thy hand ; 
To thee, to thee I call, to thee, Alphonfo : 
Oh, Alphonfo! 

OsMYN afcendkngfrom the tomb^ 

Ofm* Who calls that wretched thing that was Al- 
phonfo \ 

Aim. Angels, and all the hoft of Heav'n, fupport 
me ! 

OJm. Whence is that voice, whofe flirillnefs from 
the grave, 

C 
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Apd groviog 10 his father's fltfoud» roots up 
Alphonfb I 

Mm^ Mercy! ProrSdence! Ob»Q>eak| 
Speak to if ^jpucklyi quickly \ ^eak to ne. 
Comfort roe, help i«^» hold me* hide me^ Ude aie» 
Leonora, io thy boibiii» from the light. 
And from my eyes* 

Ofm* Amazement and illttfion ! 
Rivet and najl ipe where 1 ftand, ye ppw'rsj 1 1^ 

That, motiookft, I injiy be ftiU deceiv'd* 
Let me not Air, aor breadie, kft t diflolte 
That tender, lovely fiomi of paialed air, 
So like AlmeHa. Ha ! it fiftki,. it &lk ; 
1^11 catch it ere it goes, add gtiai^ her (hade. 
'Tis life ! 'tit warm I 'tt» flie, 'tis ffae herfelf ! 
Nor dead, nor ihadei but bi^eathiog aiid alive ! 
tt is Aliheriai 'tis my wife ! 

£nter Heli. 

LeoH. Alas ! (he ftirs. not yet^ nor lifts her eyes ; 

He too is fainting Help me, help me, ftraager» 

Whoe'er thou art, and lend thy hand to raife | 

Thefe bodies* 

HiL Ha! 'tis he! and with-«-^-«-<Ahtteita I 
Oh, miracle of happinefs ! Oh, joy 
Unhop'd for ! does Almerialive ? 

Ofm. Where is fhe > 
Let rae behold, and touch her,.and be fure 
'Tis (he ; •• fliew me her face, and let me feci 
" Her lips with mine ^'Tis fhe, I'm not deceiv'd j 



Act n. THE MOURNING BRIDS. 3$ 

•* I tafte her breath, I warm'd her aod am warm'd.'' 
I^ook up» Almeriay blefs me with thy eyes; 14 r 
Liook on thy love, thy lover, and thy hnfband, 

jilm. IVe fwom 1*11 not wed Garcia : why d'ye 
ftwce me. 
Is this a father ? 

Ofm^ Look on thy Alphonfb. 
Thy father is not here, my lore, nor Garcia : 
Nor am I what I feem, but thy Alphonlb. 
** Wik thou not know me ?*' Hail thou then forgot 

me? 
« Haft thou thy eyes, yet canft not fee Alphonfo V* 
Am I fo alterM, or art thou io chang'd. 
That feeing my diiguife thou fee'ft not me ? 

Aim. It is, it is Alphonfo ; ^s his face, 
His voice, 1 know him now, I know him all* 
<* (%, take me to thy arms, and bear me hence, 
'' Back to the bottom of the boundlefs deep, 
•* To feas beneath, where thou fo long haft dwelt. 
Oh, how haft thou return'd I How haft thou charra'd 
The wildnefs of the waves and rocks to this \ 
That thus relenting they have giv'n thee back 
To earth, to light and life, to love and me. 1 60 

Ofm. Oh, I'll not afk, nor anfwer, how or why 
We boflh have backward trod the paths of fate. 
To meet again in life ; to know I have thee. 
Is ksowing more than any circumftance. 
Or means, by which 1 have tliee— — 
To fold thee thus, to prefs thy balmy lips. 
And gaze tqpon thy eyes, is fo much joy, 
€2 
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1 have not leifare to reAtGtf or know» 
Or trifle time in thinking* 

jiim. Stay a while- 
Let me look on thee yet a little more. 

*' 0/m. What wouldft thou ? thou doft put me from 

thee. 
" jflm. Yes. 

"Q/5ii.:Andwhy? What doft thou mean ? Why 
doft. thou gaze fo? 
" Aim* I know not ; 'tis to fee thy face, I think — '* 
It is too much ! too much to bear and Htc ! 
To fee thee thus again is fuch profnfion 
^f joy, of blifs ■ I cannot bear— I muft 

Be mad 1 cannot be tranfported thus. 

Ofm. Thou excellence, thou joy, thou Heav'n of 

love ! I 80 

jilm. Where haft thou been ? and how art thou 

alive? 

" How is all this ? All-pow*rful Heav'a^ what arc 

we? 

'* Oh, my ftrain'd heart let me again behold thcc, 

" For I weep to fee thee Art thou not paler ? 

, *' Much, much ; how thou art chang'd 1 
" 0/m, Not in my love. 

** jilm* No, no, thy griefs, I know, have done this 
to thee. 
<' Thou has wept much, Alphonfo ; and, I fear, 
*' Too much, too tenderly, lamented me. 

<< Ofm. Wrong not my love, to fay too tenderly. 
** No more, my life ; talk not of tears or giief ; 
'< Afflidtion is no more, now thou art found. 
<^ Why doft thou weep, and hold thee from my armsy 
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*' My arms which ake to hold thee faft, and grow^ 
•• To thee with twining ? Come, come to my heart* 

** Aim. I willy for I fhould never look enough. 
•* They would have marryM me 5 but 1 had fwom 
^* To Heav'n and thee, and fooner would have dy'd— 

'< Ofm, Perfection of all faithfulnefs and love! 199 

** Aim. Indeed I would — Nay, I would tell thee all, 
** If I could fpeak ; how I have mourn 'd and pray'd: 
" For I have pray'd to thee, as to a faint ; 
" And thou haft heard my pray'r ; for thou art come 
** To my diftrefs, to my defpair, which Heav'n 
•* Could only, by reftoring thee, have cur'd. 

** Ofm* Grant me but life, good Heav'n, but length 
of days, 
•• To pay fomc part, fome little of this debt, 
" This countlefs fura of tendcrnefs and love, 
** For which I ftand cngag'd to this all-excellence i 
" Then bear me in a whirlwind to my fate, 
'* Snatch me from life, and cut me (hort unwarned : 
^ Then, then, 'twill be enough — I (hall be old, 
** I (hall have pafs'd all asras then 
•• Of yet osmeafur^d time ; when I have made 
^ This exquifite, this moft ama2ing goodnefs, 
" Some recompence of love and matchlefs truth, 

*' Aim, 'TIS more than recompence to fee thy 
face: 
*• If Heav'n is greater joy it is no happinefs, 
" For 'tis not to be born — What (hall I fay ? 
** I hare a thoufand things to know and afk, 2 20 

** And {peak — That thou art here beyond all hope, 
'* All thought ; that all at once thou art before me, 
** And with fuch fuddennefs haft h\i m^ f^^x.^ 
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♦• h fixch farprife, fuch myftery, fuch extafy, 
** It hurries all my (bul> and ftuns my fenfe." 
Sure from thy father's tomb thou didft ari& ? 

Ofm. 1 did ; and thou, my love, didft call ttie ; 
thou. 

jlkn. True ; but how cam'ft thou there i Wert 
thou alone ? 

0/m. I was> and lying on my father's lead^ 
When broken echoes of a diflant voice 
Difturb'd the facrcd filence of the vault, 
In murmurs round my head. I rofe and KftenM^ 
And thought 1 heard thy fpirit call Alphonfo ; 
I thought 1 faw thee too ; but. Oh, i thought not 
That I indeed fhould be fo bleft to fee thee ■■> 

j^Im. But ftiU, how cam'ft thou thither ? How thus? 

Ha! 

What's he, who, like thyfelf, b ftarted here ^ 
Ere feen ? 

0/m. Where ? Ha ? What do I fee, AntOnioi: 
I'm fortunate indeed— my friend tooj fafe 1- .- 240 

IfelL Moft happily, in finding you thus blefa'd; 

j^Im* More miracles I Antonio too, dcap'd f > 

0/m. And twice efcap'd ; both from the rage Of 
feas 
And war : for in die fight I faw him fall. 

JlelL But fell unhurt, a pris'ner as yourfelf, 
And as yourfelf made free ; hither I came, * 

Impatiently to (eek you, where I knew 
Your grief woukL lead yon to lament Anfelmow 

^ Ofitt. There are no wonders, or el& ail is woii- 
der. * 
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^' Heli. I faw you on the ground» and rait'd you up. 
When with aftoniihment I faw Almeril. 
*^ Ofm. I faw her too, and therefore faw not thee. 
" Jim. Nor I ; nor could I, for my eyes were 

** yours/* 
Ofm. What me&ns the bounty of all-gracious 
Heav'n, 
That preferving ftill^ with open hand. 
It fcatters goodi as in a waile of mercy ! 
Where will this end ? But Heav'n is infinite 
In ally and can continue to beftow, 
When fcanty number ikall be fpent in telling. 

Leon. Or I*m decei? M^ or I beheld the glimpft 
Of two in (hining habits crofs the aide ; i6l 

Who by their pointing, feem to mark this place. 
Aim. Sure I hare dreamt, if we muft part icf 

fopn. 
Ofm. I wi(h it leaft our parting wert a dream. 
Or we could deep 'till we again were met» 

HeTu Zara with Selim, Sir, I faw aftd know 'em 1 
You muft be quick, for love will lend her wingd* 
Aim. What love ? Who is (he f Why iirc you 

alarm*d ? 
Ofm. She's the reverfe of thee ; flie*s my unhappi- 
nefs. 
Harbour no thought that may difturb thy peace ; 
**- But gently take thyfelf awly, left (he 
" Should come, and fee the ftraining 6f ftiy eyes 
^ To follow thefe.'* 

Retire, my love. 111 think how we may meet 
To part nd iiiore ; my friend will tell thee all '; 
How I elbip^d, how J %xti here, and th\ls s 
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How I'm not call'd Alphonfo now, but Ofmyn ; 
And he Hell. All, all he will unfold, 

Ere next we meet 

jilm. Sure we (hall meet again 

Ofm. We fhall ; we part not but to meet again. 
Gladnefs and warmth of ever-kindling love 
Dwell with thee, and revive thy heart in abfence. 

[^Exeunt Aim. Leon. andHelu 
Yet I behold her — ^yet — and now no more. 
Turn your lights inward, eyes, and view my thoughts, 
So fhall you ftill behold her — " 'twill not be. 
** Oh, impotence of fight ! Mechanic fenfe ! 
" Which to exterior objedls ow'ft thy faculty, 
** Not feeing of eledlion, but neceflity. 
*« Thus do our eyes, as do all common mirrors, 
♦* SuccefEvcly refled fucceeding images : 
** Not what they would, but muft ; a ftar, or toad ; 
** Juft as the hand of chance adminifters, 
" Not fo the mind, whofe undetermined view 
** Revolves, and to the prefent adds the paft i 
" Eflaying farther to futurity ; 
** But that in vain. I have Almeriahere 
^* At cmce, as I before have feen her often — 

JEnter Zara and Selim. 

Zar. See where he ftands, folded and fix'd to 
earth, 
StifTning in thought, a ftatue among ftatues. 300 
Why, cruel Ofmyn, doft thou fly me thus ? 
•* Is it well done ? Is this then the return 
<* For fame, for honour, and for empire loft i 
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^^ ^ut what is lofs of honour, fame, and empire ? 
^ Is this the recompence referv'd for love I ^ 

^V^hy, doft thou leave my eyes, and fly my arms» 
To find this place of horror and obfcurity ?'* 
Am I more loathfome to thee than the grave, 
That thou doft feek to ihield thee there, and (hun 
My love ? But to the grave I'll follow thee — 
He looks not, minds not, hears not? barb'rous mani 
Am I negledled thus ? Am I defpis'd 
Not hear'd ! Ungrateful Ofmyn ! 
0/m. Ha, 'tisZara! 

Zar, Yes, traitor ; Zara, loft, abandoned Zara, 
Is a regardlefs fuppliant now, to Ofmyn. 
The fkve, the wretch that fhe redeem'd from death, 
Difdains to liften now, or look on Zara. 

0/m. Far be the guilt of fuch reproaches from 
me; 
Loft in myfelf, and blinded by my thoughts, 320 

I faw you not till now. 

Zar, Now then you fee me — 
But with fuch dumb and thanklefs eyes you look. 
Better I wasunfeen, than feen thus coldly. 

Ofm> What would you from a wretch who came to 
mourn. 
And only for his forrows chofe this folitude ? 
Look round ; joy is not here, nor chearfalnefs« 
You have purfu'd miisfortune to its dwelling. 
Yet look for gaiety and gladnefs there. 

Zar. Inhuman 1 Why, why doft thou rack me 
thus ? 
And, with perverfcnefs, from the purpofe, anfwer ? 

C3 
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What is*t to tatt this houfe of mifeiy ? 
What joy do I require ? if thou doft ixK>ttrB» 
I come to mourn with thee» to fhare thy griefs^ 
And gi^e thee, for 'em, in exchange, my love. 

0/m. Ohy that's the greatefb grief — I am fb poor, 
I have not wherewithal to give again. 

Zar. Thou haft a heart, tho' 'tis a favage one ; 
Give it me a9 it is ; Iaiknonu)re 
For all I've done, and all I have endur'd : 340 

For faving thee, when I beheld thee firft, 
Driv'n by the tide upon my country's coail. 
Pale and expiring, drench'd in briny waves. 
Thou and thy friend, 'till my compaffion found tbee ; 
Compaffion ! fcarce will't own that name, fofoonr 
So quickly, was it love 5 for thou wert godlike 
E'en then. Kneeling on earth, 1 loos'd my hairy 
And with it dry'd thy watery cheeks, then chaPd 
Thy temples, till reviving Wood arofe. 
And, like the morn, vermilion'd o*cr thy fece. 
Oh, Heav n ! how did my heart rejoice and ake, 
When I beheld the day-break of thy eyes, 
And felt the balm of thy refpiring lips ! 

" 0/m. Oh, call not to my mind what you have 
" done ; 
" It fets a debt of that account before me, 
" Which (hews me poor and bankrupt even in hopes> 
" Zan The faithful Selim, and my women, know 
*^ The danger which I tempted to conceal you. 
" You know how I abus'd the cred'lous king ; 
*' What arts I us'd to make you pafs on him, 360 
" When he received you as the prince of Fez ; 
" And as my kinfman, honour'd and advanc'd you." 
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^^h ! why do I relate what I have done ? 
^&hat did I not ? Was't tiot for you this war 
V^ommenc'd ? Not knowing who you were, nor why 
« ou hated Manuel, I urg'd my hu(band 
*ro this invafion ; where he late was loft,- 
Where all is loft, and t am made a (lave. 
* Ofm. Tou pierce my foul — I <ywn It all^^But while 
The power is wanting to repay fuch benefits ^ 
^TTs treble angui/b to a generous heart, 

ZsLTSi. Repay me with thy heart — What! dofi thou 
fart? 
Make no reply ! Is this thy gratitude ? 
Look on me now, from empire fall'n to flavery ; 
Think oft niy fufPrings flrft, then look on me ; 
Think On the caufe of all, then view thyfelf : 
Reflect oh Ofmyn, and then look on Zara, 
The fall'n, the loft, and now the captive Zara, 

And now abandoned Say, what then is Ofmyn ? 

Ofm» A fatal wretch — A huge, ftupendous ruin. 
That tumbling on its prop, crufh'd all beneath, 381 
And bore contiguous palaces to earth 

Zar. Yet thus, thus falPn, thus levell'd with the 
vileft. 
If I have gain'd thy love, 'tis glorious ruin 5 
Ruin ! 'tis ftill to reign, and to be more 
A queen ; for what are riches, empire, power, 
£ut larger means to gratify the will ? 



* The lines printed in Italics are not in the original, but are 
now ^ven to the reader as delivered In the reprefentation at 
Drury-lane Theatre. 
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The fteps on which we tread» to rife and reach 
Our wifh ; and that obtain'd, down with the fcaf^ 

folding 
Of fceptres, crowns, and thrones ; they've ferv*d their 

end. 
And are, like lumber, to be left and fcorn'd. 

Ofm. Why was I made the inftrument to throw 
In bonds the frame of this exalted mind ? 

Zara* We may be free ; the conqueror is mine ; 
In chains unfeen I hold him by the heart. 
And can unwind or ftrain him as I pleafe. 
Give me thy love, I'll give thee liberty. 

OJm. In vain you offer, and in vain require 
What neither can bellow. Set free yourfelf. 
And leave a flave the wretch that would be fo. 400 
Zar* Thou canfl not mean fo poorly as thou talk'ft* 
Ofm* Alas ! you know me not. 
Zar* Not who thou art : 
But what this laft ingratitude declares, 
This groveling bafenefs — Thou fay 'ft true, I know 
Thee not ; for what thou art yet wants a name ; 
But fomething fo unworthy and fo vile. 
That to have lov'd thee makes me yet more loft. 
Than all the malice of my other fate. 
Traitor, monfter, cold, and perfidious flave ; 
A flave not daring to be free ; nor dares 
To love above him ; for 'tis dangerous. 
•* TTis that, I know ; for. thou doft look, with eyes 
** Sparkling defire, and trembling to poffefs. 
•< I know my charms have reach'd thy very foul, 
" And thriU'd thee through with darted fires \ but 
" thou 
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** Doft fear fo much, thou dar'ft not wifli." The 

king ! 
There) there's the dreadful found, the king's thj 
rival! 
SeL Madam, the king is here, and entering now. 
Zar. As I could wiih ; by Heav'n I'll be reveng'd* 

Enter the King, Perez, and jiitendantf. 

King. Why does the faireft of her kind withdraw 
Her fhining from the day, to gild this fcene 
Of death and night ? Ha ! what diforder^s this ? 
Somewhat I heard of king and rival mention'd* 
What's he that dares be rival to the king. 
Or lift his eyes to like where I adore ? 

Zar. There, he, your prifoner, and that was my 
flave. 

King. How ? better than my hopes ! Does (he ac- 
cufe him ? \^AJide% 

Zar. Am I become fo low by my captivity, 
And do your arms fo leffen what they conquer, 
That Zara muft be made the fport of flaves ? 
And (hall the wretch, whom yefter fan beheld 
Waiting my nod, the creature of my pow'r, 
Prefume to-day to plead audacious love. 
And build bold hopes on my dejeded fate ? 

King, Better for him to tempt the rage of Heav'n, 
And wrench the bolt red-hiffing from the hand 
Of him that thunders, than but to think that info- 

lence. 
" n^is daring for a god/' Hence to the wheel 440 
With that IxioD, who afpires to hold 
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Divinity embrac'd ; to whips and prifons 
Drag him with fpeed, and rid me of his ^ce. 

\Guards fa'su Ofmyn, and exemtt. 

Zar. CompafKon led me to bemoan his ftate, 
Whofe former faith had merited much more : 
Andy through my hopes in yon, I undertook 
He fhould be fet at large ! thence fpning his inib- 

lence, 
And what was charity, he conftru'd love. 

King. Enough f his puni(hment be what you 
pleafe. 
But let me lead you from this place of forrow. 
To one where young delights attend, " and joys, 
** Yet new, unborn, and blooming in the bud, 
** Which wait to be full-blown at your approach, 
" And fpread, like rofes, to the morning fun :** 
Where ev'ry hour (hall roll in circling joys, 
And love (hall wing the tedious-wafting day. 
Life, without love, is load ; and time ftands ilill ; 
What we refufe to him, to death we give ; . 
And then, then only, when we love, we Uve. 
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ACT III. SCENE T. 



A Prlfon, OsMYN with a Fafer. 

But now, and I was clos'd within the tomb 
That holds my father's afhes ; and but now. 
Where he was ^ris'ner, I am too imprifon'd. 
Sure 'tis the hand of Heav'n that leads me thus, 
And for fome purpofe points out thefe remembrances. 
In a dark corner of ray cell I found 
This paper ; what it is this light will fhew, 

* If my Alphonfo' Ha ! ^ReaJing. 

* If my Alphonfo live, reftore him, Heav'n ; 

* Give me more weight, crufh my declining years 

< With bolts, with chains, imprifonment and want ; 

* But blefs my fon, vifitnot him for me. 

It is his hand; thiar was hisf pray'r ^yet more : 

* Let ev'ry hair, which forrow by the roots \J(£a3Ang^ 

* Tears from my hoary and devoted head, 

* Be doubled in thy mercies to my fon: 

* Not for myfelf, but him, hear me, all-gracious— « 
Tis wanting what fhould follow — Heav'n fhould 

follow. 
But 'tis torn off — Why fhould that word alone 
Be torn from this petition? 'Twas to Heav n, 20 

But Hear'n was deaf, Heav'n hear4 him not ; but 

thus, 
T^us as the name of Heav'n from this is torn, 
So did it tear the ears of mercy from 
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His voice, (hutting the gate$ of pray V againft him. 

If piety be thus debarred accefs 

On high, and of good men the very bcft 

Is fingled out to bleed, and bear the fcourge^ 

What is reward ? Or what is punifhment ? 

But who fhall dare to tax eternal juftice ! 

Yet I may think 1 may, I muft ; for thought 

Precedes the will to think, and error lives 
Ere reafon can be bom. " Reafon, the J)ower 
** To guefs at right and wrong, the twinkling lamp 
** Of wand'ring life, that winks and wakes by turns, 
** Fooling the follower, betwixt (hade and fhining.'* 
What noife ! Who's there ? My friend? How carn'ft. 
thou hither ? 

Enter Heli. 

Jflelu The time's too precious to be ipent id 
telling. 
The captain influenced by Almeria's power. 
Gave order to the guards for my admittance. 

Ofm. How does Almeria ? But I know (he is 40 
As I am. Tell me, may I hope to fee her ? 

IfelL You may. Anon, at midnight, when the 
king 
Is gone to reft, and Garcia is retired, 
" (Who takes the privilege to vifit late, 
** Prefumingon a bridegroom's right)'* (he'll come. 

Ofm. She'll come; 'tis what I wifh, yet what I fear. 
She'll come ; but whither, and to whom i Oh, 

Heav'n ! 
To a vile prifon, and a captiv'd wretch ; 
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To one, whom, had (he never known, fhe had 
Been happy. Why, why was that heav'nly creature 
Abandoned o'er to love what Heav'n forfakes ? 
Why does (he follow, with unwearied fteps. 
One, who has tir'd misfortune with purfuing ? 
** One driven about the world, like blafted leaves 
" And chaff, the (port of adverfc winds : 'till late, 
" At length imprifon'd in fome cleft of rock, 
•* On earth it refts, and rots to filcnt duft." 

HcB* Have hopes, and hear the voice of better 
fate. 
I've Itaxn'd there are diforders ripe for mutiny 
Among the troops, who thought to (hare the plunder. 
Which Manuel to his own ufe and avarice 61 

Converts. This news has reach'd Valentia's frontiers, 
Where many of your fubje^s, long opprefs*d 
With tyranny, and grievous impolitions. 
Are rifen in arms, and call for chiefs to head 
And lead them to regain their rights and liberty. 
Ofitu By Heav'n thou'aft rous'd me from my le- 
thargy, 
The ipirit which was deaf to my own wrongs. 
And die loud cries of my dead father's blood, 
** Deaf to revenge — nay, which refus'd to hear 
•* The pi^ciog iighs and murmurs of my love ** 
•• Yet unenjoy'd ; what not Almeria could 
•* Revive or raife," my people's voice has waken'd. 

HcR. Our pofture of af&irs, and fcanty time 
My lord, require you (hould compofe yourfelf. 
Ofm. Oh, my Antonio I I am all on fire ; 
My foul is up in arms, ready to charge 
And bear wdd& the foi^ with conquVm^ txooi^ 



50 THE MOURNING BRIDE. - Act III. 

1 hear 'em call to lead *em on to liberty, 

To vi6h)ry ; their ftiouts and clamours rend ^o 

My ears, and reach the Heav'ns. Where is the king ? 

Where is Alphonfo ? Ha ! where ? where indeed? 

Oh, I could tear and burft the firings of life, 

To break thefe chains. Off, off, ye ftains of royalty ; 

Off, flavery. Oh, curfe ! that I alone 

Can beat and flutter in my cage, when I 

Would foar and ftoop at viftory beneath. 

Heli. Ahatt thii ardour, Sir, or we are lofl, 
** Our pofture of affairs and fcanty time, 
** My lord, require you fhould compofe yourfelf, 
•* And think on what we may reduce to prance.*' 
Zara, the caufe of your reftraint, may be 
The means of liberty reftor'd. That gain*d| 
Occafion will not fail to point out ways 
For your efcape. Mean time, IVe thought already 
With fpeed and fafety to convey myfelf. 
Where not far off fome malecontents hold council 
Nightly, who hate this tyrant ; fome, who love 
Anfelrao's memory, and will, for certain. 
When they fhall know you love, afSft your caufe. 

0/m. My friend and counfdlor, as thou thiak'ft 
fit, - 

8^ do. I will, with patience, wait my fortune* 

HeR. When Zara comes, abate of your averflon. 

Ofm. I hate her not, nor can diffemble love : i6\ 
But as I may 111 do. ^* I have a paper 
" Which I would (hew thee, friend, bttt that the. 

"%ht 
" Would hold thee here, and clog thy expeditiolu 
'< Witbm I found it, by my &ther^8 hand 
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" 'Twas writ ; a pray V for me, wherein appears 

*' Paternal love prevailing o'er his forrows ; 

" Such fandtity, fuch tendernefs, fo mix'd 

'* With grief, as would draw tears from inhumanity. 

" ffeS, The care of Providence fure left it there, 
*' To arm your mind with hope. Such piety 
" Was never heard in vain. Heav'n has in ftore 
■'* For you thofc bleflings it withheld from him. 
'' Ib that afTurance live ; which time, I hope, ^ 
'* And our next meeting will confirm.'* 

0/m. Farewel, 
My friend ; the good thou deft deferve, attend thee. 

l£xh Hell. 
IVe been to blame, and queftion'd with impiety 
The care of Heav'n. Not fo my father bore 
More anxious grief. This (hould have better taught 
me ; 1 20 

'* This lefToB, in feme hour of infpiration 
<< By him fet down, when his pure thoughts were 

*' borne, 
** Like fumes of (acred incenfe o'er the clouds, 
" Abd wafted thence, on angels wings, thro' ways 
" Of light, to the bright Source of all For there 
" He in the book of prefcience faw this day ; 
'* And waking to the world and mortal fenfe, 
*' Left this example of his refignation," 
This his lad legacy to me : which, here, 
ril treafure as more worth than diadems^ 
Or all extended rule of regal pow*r% 
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Enter 2,AKA, veiled. 

Ofm. What brightnefs breaks upon rae thus through 
(hades. 
And promifes a day to this dark dwelling ? 
Is it my love ?— 

Zar. Ohy that thy heart had taught 

[.Liftmg her veil. 
Thy tongue that faying ! 

Ofm. Zara ! I am betray'd 
By my furprize. 

Zar^ What! does my my face difpleafe thee ? 
That, having feen it, thou doft turn thy eyes 1 40 
Away, as from deformity and horror I 
If fo, this fable curtain ihall again 
Be drawn, and I will fland before thee, ieeing. 
And unfeen. Is it my love I Aflc again 
That queftion ; fpeak s^gain in that foft voice ? T 
And look again with wifhes in thy eyes* 
Oh, no ! thou canft not, for thou feeft me now. 
As (he whofe fayage breaft hath been the caufe 
Of thefe thy wrongs ; as (he whofe barbarous rage 
Has loaded thee with chains and. gMUng irons. 
*' Well dofl thou fcorn me, and upbraid my falfe* 

*' nefs ; 
'' Could one whoWd, thus torture whom (helov'd? 
*' No, no, it mufl be hatred, dire revenge, 
*' And deteftation, that could ufe thee thus* 
*' So dod thou think ; then do but tell me fo ; 
*' Tell rae, and thou (halt fee how I'll revenge 
«' Thee on this falfe one, how I'll ftab and tear 
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« This heart of flint, 'till it (hall bleed ; and thou 
" Shalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own miferies.** 
Ofnu You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe 
I bear my fortunes with fo low a mind, 1 6 1 

^< As ftill to mediute revenge on all 
"Whom chance, or fate, working by feeret caufes^ 
" Has made, per-force, fubfenrieot to that end 
" The heavenly powVs allot me ;" no, not you. 
But deftiny and inaufpicious ftars 
Have caft me down to this low being. Or 
Granting you had, from you I have deferv'd it. 
Zar» Canft thou forgive me then ? wilt thou be- 
lieve 
So kindly of my fault, to call it madnels ? 
Oh, give that madnefs yet a milder name. 
And call itpaiEon ! then, be ftill more kind, 
And call that paifion love. 

Ofm. Give it a name, 
Qg being, as you pleafe, fuch I will think it. 
Zar. Oh, thou doft wound me more with this thy 
goodnefs. 
Than e'er thou couldft with bittereft reproaches ; 
Thy anger could not pierce thus to my heart* 

Ofin. Yet I could wifh 

Zar. Haftemetoknowit;^what? i8o 

Ofm* That at this time I had not been this thing. 
Zar. What thing? 
Q/m. Thisflave. 

Zar. Oh Heav'n ! my fears interpret 
This thy filence ; fomewhat of high concern, 
Long fafliioning within thy labouring mind, 
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And now j«ft ri|^ for biith» my rage has ratnM. 
Haiw I done thb ? Tellme, am I focurs'd^ 

' Qpm* TimeniayiiaveftilioiiefajicdlMttrtocMBef 
Which, winged widi libertyi might overtake 
Occafion paft% 

Zmr. SviftaaoccafioD, I 
Myfelf «iU % ^ aad eaificr thaa the mom. 
Wake thee to fi-eedonk ** New ^ late; aadjret 
** Some news few miBtit^ paft^ arriir'dy which feein'ci 
<' To (hak9&e temper of the kmg^Who knows 
" WhatiackiiqiearcftdUea&amoBarch'sbed? 
<< Or love^ that late at night ftiS lights his konp^ 
*' And ftrikes his rays thro' du^ and folded lidSf 
<* Forbidding reft, may ftreteh his eyes awake, 200 
** And force their bdfo ^road at this dead hour. 
" I'U try.^ 

Ofm^ I have not merited tins grace ; 
Nor, (hould my fecret purpofe take eflfed!. 
Can I repay, as you rc(}uire, fach benefits* 

&r. llioa eanft not owe mt more, nor haiiv I 

more j 

To give, than IVe already loft. B«t now, 
So does the f6nn of our engagements reft, j 

Thou haft the wrong till I redeem thee hence i 
That done, I leare thy juftite to return 
My love. Adieui [Eo^* 

Qfm, This woman has a foul 
Of godlike mould, intrepid and commanding. 
And challenges, i» %ite of me, my beft 
Efteem ; ^ to this, ^'s fair, few more can boaft 
** Of perfonal charms, or with le6 vwty 
" Might hope to captivate the hearts of kings j" 
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Xut (he has paiIioD3 which outfirip the windy 
-And tear her virtues up, as tempers root 
^he fea, I-feftr, when ihe fhall know the truth, 220 
Some fwift and dire event of her blind rage 
AVill make all (auL But behold^ (he comes 
Tor whom I fear, to (hield me from my fears, 
The canfe «nd comfint of my boding heart* 

£nter AlMeria. 

l^y life» my health, my liberty, my all ! 
IHow (hall I welcome thee to this fad place i 
Sow ipeak to thee the words of joy and tranfport i 
2ii9W nui into thy arms, withheld by fetters ; 
Or take ibee into mine, while I'm thus manacled 
^nd pinion'd like a thief or murderer ? 
Shall I not hurt and bruife thy tender body, 
^od ftain thy bofom with t^e ru& of thefe 
£ttde ircms ? Muft I meet thee thus, Almeria i 

AbL Thus, thus ) we parted, thus to meet again. 
Thoa tald'ft me thou would'ft think how we might 
meet 

To part no more Now we will parf no more j 

For thefe thy Chains, or death, (hall join us ever. 
QfSn* Hard means to ratify that word !— -Oh, 
cruelty ! 
*^ That ever 1 fliould think beholding thee 
** A torture !— ^Yet fuch is the bleeding anguifii 240 

** Of my heart, to fee thy fufferings Oh, Heav'n! 

'^ That I could almoft turn my eyes away, 
** Or wifh thee from thy fight. 
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« jllm. Oh, fay not fo ! 
" Tho* 'tis becaufe thou lov'il me. Do not fay, 
*' On any terms, that thou doft wiOi me from thee. 
" No, no, 'tis better thus, that we together, 
** Feed on each other's heart, devour our woes 
** With mutual appetite ; and mingling in 
** One cup the common ftream of both our eyes, 
*' Drink bitter draughts, with never-flaking thirfl ; 
•* Thus better, than for any caufe to part. 
" What doft thou think ? Look not fo tenderly 
•* Upon me — Jpeak, and take me in thy arms 
•* Thou canft not ; thy poor arms are bound, and 

« ftrive 
** In vain with the remorfelefs chains, which gnaw 
i ** And eat into thy flefh, feft'ring thy limbs 
" With rankling ruft," 

O/m. Oh! O 

j^lm. Give me that figh 260 

Why doft thou heave, and ftifle in thy griefs i 
Thy heart will burft, thy eyes look red, and ftart ; 
Give thy foul way, and tell me thy dark thought. 

O/m. For this world's rule, I would not wound thy 
breaft 
With fuch a dagger as then ftuck my heart. 

jilm. Why ? why ? To know it, cannot wound 
me more 
Than knowing thou haft felt it. Tell it me, 
— ^Thou giv'ft me pain with too much tendemefs. 

O/m. And thy exceflive love diftra<5ls my fenfc. 
C^, wouldft thou be lefs killing, foft, or kind, 
Grief could not double thus his darts againft me. 
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^Im, Thou doft me wrong, and grief too robs my 
hearty 
If thei e he fhoot not every other (haft ; 
Thy fecond felf fhould feel each other wound. 
And woe (hould be in equal portions dealt. 
I am thy wife — 

0/m. Oh, thou hs^ fearch'd too deep : 
There, there I Ueed ; there pull the cruel cords. 
That ftrain my cracking nerves ; engines and wheels, 
That piece^meal grind, are beds of down and balm 
To that foul-racking thought. 281 

jllm. Then I am curs'd 
Indeed, if that be fo ! if I'm thy torment, 
Kill me, then,' kill roe, dafh me with thy chains. 
Tread on me 2 " What, am I the bofom-fnake 
** That fucks thy warm life-blood, and gnaws thy 

" heart ; 
** Oh, that thy words had force to break thofe bonds, 
** As they have ftrength to tear this heart in funder ; 
•* So ihould'ft thou be at large from all opprefEon." 
Am I, am I of all thy woes the worft ? 

Ofm» My all of blifs, my everlafting life. 
Soul of my foul, and end of all my wifhes. 
Why doft thou thus unman me with thy words, 
♦* And melt me down to mingle with thy weepings ? 
•< Why doft thou afk ? Why doft thou talk thus 

piercingly V* 
Thy (brrows have difturb'd thy peace of mind. 
And thou doft fpeak of miferies impollible. 

jilnL Didft not thou fey that racks and wheels were 
balm 
And beds of eafe, to thinking me thy wife ? 
D 
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' Ojm. No, no ; nor (bould the fiibitleft paiDs tkat 
hell 300 

Or helUborn malice cap itiventi extoft 
A wifh or thought from, a^ to have thee other. 
But thou wik kiw>w what harroMrs 1^ my heart i 

Thou art my wife nay, thou art yet my bride-*- 

The facred i^ion of connubial I&7C 

Yet utticcon^JiSi'dt *^ his myftetioaf rkes 

'^ Del^y'4 1 npv has our hjrm^ied torch 

<* Yc^ lighu4 ^p bis laft mdl gr^Dc&il jacrijce^ 

*< i^t dafh'd with rain Srom ey«Sr ^^nd fwail^i wkb 

« fighs, 
<< Burns dii^i, ai^ glimniftrs with expiring figbt*^ 
Is this dark c^ a, temple for thai god ? 
Or this vile ^^th ^n altar &»: fuch ofFecings ^ 
Thiji 4^ fpr Qifft%^ tbia dungeoa damped with weoes ; 
** Is this our marriage bed ? are thefe our joys ?" 
I^ this, to cs^l thee mi^e i Oh» hold> niy heart ! 
To.c^il thee mine ? Yeis \ thus eTeii. thus to call 
Thee nune^ were comfort, joyi extf emeft extafyk 
But, Oh, thou art npt mine, sot e'bn in mifery | 
And 'tis deny'd to me to be fo ble&'dt 
As to be wretched with thee. jaa 

jilmi No; not that 
Th' extrem^- malice (^our fdte can.hinders 
That ftill is left us, and on that we'll feed» 
As on the leavings of calamity. 
There we wiH feaft and fmile on pafl^dtftre6» 
And hug, in fcom of it, oi^r mutual ruiki* 

Ofm. Ohy thou dc^ talk, mylovei as onC'refolT'dy 
fiecaufe not knowing danger. But look forward ; 
Think of to-morraW| wben^. tbott fiwlt be. torn 
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Prom thefe weak, ftruggiing, unextended arms : 
' Think how my heart will heave,, aad eye* will ftrain, 
To grafp and reach what is deny'd my hands : 
^ Tbiak how the blood will ftart,^ and tears will gjofh, 
^ To foUdw thee, my feparating foul." 
Think how I ai% wh«a thou (halt wed with Gareia I 
Then will I fmear thefe walls with blood,, diafigfoiie 
And dafh my face, and rive my dotted hair, . 
Break on the flinty£oor my durobfaii^ breafty 
And grovel wkb gafli'd haads to fcratch a graven 
** Stripping my nails ta tear l^is pavement up^" ^40 
And bury me alive. 

** jflm. Heartbreaking horror ? 
0/m. Then Gxrchi fhail lie panting on thy boibmi 
Lmqudons^. revciliog afoidft thy charms f 
^' Apd than; peivfi>rce muiE jdield, and aid his tnm» 

fport." 
Hell! Helii have I oot caofe to rage and rave ?* 
What are all racks, and wheels, and Mrhips to thi| } 
" Are they not foothing foftnefs,^ finking eafe, 
" And wafting air to this ?" Oh, my Almerit f 
What do the diumv'd endure, bat to del^air. 
But knowing Heaven, to know it loft for ever ? 

jilnu Oh,. I am fhnck; thy words are bolts o£ ice^ 
Which fhot into my breaft, now melt and chill me. 
" I chatter, ihake, and faint with thrilling fears* 
" No, bold me notr-«-^h, let us not fupport, 
" But fink each other, deeper yet, down, down, 
" Where levdPd low, no more we'll lift our eyes,. 
" But prone, and dumb, rot the firm face of earth 
** Wi^ rivers of inccffant fcalding rain." 
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Enter ZAKAy Perez, Selim. 

Zar.- Somewhat of weight to me requires his free* 
dom. 3^ 

Dare yoa difpute the king's comQiand ? Behold 
The rojral Cgneu 

Per. I obey 5 yet beg 
Your majefty one moment to defer 
Your cnt'ringy 'till the princefs is retum'd 
From vifiting the noUe prifoner. 

Zar. Hal 
What fay'ft thou?' 

Ofm. We are loft 1 undone ! difcoyer'd ! 
" Retirci my life, with fpeed— *-— Alas, we're fccn:" 
Speak of compaffion, let her hear you fpeak 
Of interceding for me with the king ; 
Say fomewhat quickly to conceal our loves» 
IfpoffiUe 

jilm, I cannot fpeak. 

0/m. Let me 
Conduft you forth, as not perceiving her, 
Buttiil (he's gone; then blefs me thus again. 

Zar* Trembling and weeping as he leads her 
forth! 
Cottfufion in his face, and grief in hers ! 380 

'Tis plain I've beeit abus'd«—«< Death and deftroc* 

tion! 
*< How (hall I fearch into this myftery i 
<' The blueft Uaft of peftilential air 
** Strike, damp, deaden her charms, and kill his eyet|'' 
Perdition catch 'em both, and ruin part 'em. 
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Ofm. This charity to one unknowD, and thus 

\^Al(md to Almeria asjbe goes out* 
Biftrefs'dy Heay'n will repay ; a^ thanks are poor. 

[^Emt Almeria. 

Zar, Damn'dy damn'd difTembler ! Yet I will be 
calm, 
Choak in my rage, and know the utmoft depth 
Of this deceiver ^You feem much furpris'd. 390 

Ofm. At your return fo foon and unexpeded ! 

Zar. And fo unwifh'd, unwanted too it feems. 
Confufion \ Yet I will contain myfelf. 
You're grown a favourite fince laft we parted ; 
Perhaps I'm faucy and intruding 

Ofm. Madam \ 

Zar. I did not know the princefs' favourite. 
Your pardon, fir-^ — miftake me not ; you think 
I'm angry j you're deceiv'd. I came to fet 
You free ; but (hall return much better pleas'd. 
To find you have an^intereft fuperior. 

OJm. You do not come to mock my miferies i 
' Zar. I do. 

Ofm. I could at this time fpar^ your mirth. 

Zar. I know thou couldil; but I'm not often 
pleas'd. 
And will indulge it now. What miferies ? 
Who would not be thus happily confin'd, 
To be the care of weeping majefty ; 
To have contending queens at dead of night, 
Forfake their down, to wak« with wat'ry eyes, 410 
And watch like tapers o'er your hours of reft ? 
Oh, curfe ! I cannot hold— 
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0/m. Comty ^tk too much. 

Zar. YiWunl 

(Jfm. HoMT, madftn ! 

Zar. Thou (halt die. 

Ofwi. Ithankyon* 

Zar. Thou ly'ft, for now I know for whom thoud'il 
live. 

Ofm. Then you may Jkoow for whoin I'd die. 

Zar. HeUl Helll 
Yet rU be calm— ~Park and unknown betrayer 1 
But now the dawn hcpm^ and the flow hand 
Of Fate is ftretch'd to draw the reily and leare 
Thee bare, the naked mark of public view. 

Q/m. You may be ftiil deceived, *ti« in my poViw- 
Cbain^dat lam^ fojiyjrom all my fvrotigit 
And free mjifelf, ai onee, from tmferyf 
And you of me. 

Zar. Hal fay'ft thou— bHtrU prevent i^-~- 
Who waits there? As you will anfwer tty iaofc tUf 
(lave [TgAegimrJ. 

Attempt no means to make himfelf away. 4] 1 

I've been deceiy'd. The public fafety now 
Requires he (hould be more confin'di and Done> 
No, not the princefs ; fuffer'd or to fee 
Or {peak with him. I'll quit you to the king* 
Vile and ingrate 1 too late thou (halt repent 
The bafe injufUce thou haft done my love: 
Yes, thou (halt know, fpite of thy paft diftrefs. 
And all thofe ills which thou fo long haft moum'd ; 
Heav'n has no rage like love to hatred tum'df 
Nor hell a fury like a woman fcorn'd. {Encunt, 
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ACT IF. ^CMEf. 

A R$m of Si£te. ZAitA, S£LiM. 

Zara. 

Thou haft already raek'd rae Wkh thy ftay ; 
Therefore require me bot to aik thee twice : 
Reply at once to ^L What is concluded ? * 

SeL Your accufadon highly has incens'd 
The. king, and were alotie eoough to urge 
The fkte of Ofinyn ; but to chat, ^db be^t . - 
Is fiwce arriv'dt of more revolted troops. 
*Tl8 £ertaiB Heli, too, is fled^ and with him 
(Which breeds ateazement and diftradion) ibmt 
Wlio Iwite Ujgh offices of weight and truft. 
Both in the ftate and army. This confirms 
The kti\g in fall belief of all you told him. 
Concemiog Ofinyn^ and hi^ correfpondence 
With thmn who firft began the mutiny* 
Wherefore a warrant for his death is figu'd; 
And order giv'n for pul^c execution, 

Zar. Ha ! . hafte thee ! fly« prevent his fiite adi 
mine; 
Find out the king, tell him I have of weight 
More than his crown t' impart ere Ofmyn die. 

Sel» It needs not, for the king will ftraight be herCf 
And, as to your revenge, not his own int'reft, t x 
Pretend to facrifice the life rf Ofmp* 
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Zar. What (hall I fay, inyent, contrive, advife I 
Somewhat to blind the king, and fave his life, 
In whom I live. " Spite of my rage and pride, 
*' I am a woman, and a lover ftill. 
•* Oh ! *tis more grief but to fuppofe his death, 
•* Than ftill to meet the rigour of his fcorn. 
** From my defpair my anger had its fource ; 
" When he is dead I muft defpair for ever. 

" For ever ! that's defpair it was diftruft 

** Before ; diftruft will ever be in love, 

** And anger in diftmft ; both fhort-liv'd pains. 

** But in defpair, and ever-during death, 

*^ No term, no bound, but infinite of woe. 

'* Oh, torment, but to think ? what then to bear } 

** Ifct to be borne" Devife the means to (hun it. 

Quick; or, by Heav'n, this dagger drinks thy blood. . 

S^» My life is yours, nor wifh I to preferve it* 
But to ferve you. I have already thought. . 40 

Z^. Forgive my rage ; I know thy love and 
truth. 
But fay, what's to be done, or when, or how. 
Shall I prevent or ftop th' approaching danger i 

Se!» You muft ftill feem more refolute and fixM 
On Ofroyn's death ; too quick a change of mercy 
Might breed fufpicion of the caufe. Advife 
That execution may be done in private. 

Zar. On what pretence ? 

SeL Your own requeft's enough. 
However, for a colour, tell him, you 
Have caufe to fear his guards may be corrupted. 
And fome of them bought off to Ofmyn's interell, 
Who at the place of execution will 
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Attempt to force his way for an efcape ; 

The ftate of things will countenance all fuipicions. 

Then o£fer to the king to have him ftrangled 

In fecret by your mutes ; and get an order, 

That none but mutes may have admittance to him. 

I can no more, the king is here. Obtain 

This grant, and I'll acquaint you with the reft. 60 

Enter Km Gy Gonsalez, anJlPttiEZ. 

King. Bear to the dungeon thofe rebellious flaves, 
** Th* ignoble curs that yelp to fill the cry, 
** And fpend their mouths in barking tyranny." 
But for their leaders, Sancho and Ramirez^ 
Let 'em be led away to prefent death. 
Perez, fee it performed. 

Gons. Might I prefurae. 
Their execution better were deferred, 
*Till Ofmyn die. Mean time we may learn more 
Of this confpiracy. 

JGng, Then be it fo. 
Stay, fbldier ; they (hall fufTer with the Moor. 
Are none returned of thofe who followed Heli ? 

Gonsm None, fir. Some papers have been fince diC- 
cover 'd 
In Roderigo's houfe, who fled with him. 
Which feem'd to intimate, as if Alphonfb 
Were ftill alive, and arming in Valentia : 
Which wears indeed this colour of a truth, 
They who are fled have that way bent their courfe. 
Of die fame nature divers notes have been 80 

D3 
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Difpers'd t' amufe the people ; whereupon 
Some» ready of belief, have rais'd this ruraoor : 
That, being fav'd opon the coaft of Afric, 
He there diiclos'd himfelf to Albucacim, 
And, by a fecret compact made with hinj, 
Open'd and urg'd the way to this invafion ; 
While ke himfelf, returning to Valentia 
In private, undertook to raife this tumult. 

Zar. Ha! hear'ft thou that ? Is Ofmyn then Al- 
phonfo : 
** Oh, heav'n ! a thoufand things occur at once 
** To roy remembrance now, that make it plain." 
Oh, certain death for him, as fare despair 

For me, if it be known -If not, what hope 

Have I ? Yet 'twere the lowcft bafenefs now. 
To yield him up — No, I will conceal him. 
And try the force of yet more obligations. 

Gonsn 'Tis not impoffible. Yet it may be 
That fome impoftor has ufurp'd his name. 
Your beauteous captive Zara can inform, 
Iffuchaone, fo.'fcaping, was received, loo 

At any time in Alhucacim's court. 

Kin^. Pardon, fair excellence, this long negle^ : 
An unforefeen, unwelcome hour of bufinefs. 
Has thruft between us and our while of love ; 
But wearing now apace with ebbing fand, 
Will quickly w^fte and give again the day. 

Zar. You're too fecure : the danger is more im- 
minent / 
Than your high courage fuffers you to fee ; 
While Ofmyn lives, you are not fafe. 
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FQhfi iln dooixi 
Is pAfi'di Sfychi revoke it hot, he dies. 

Zar. *Tis weli By what I heatd upkm ybiir eh- 
trance, 
I find I can unfold what yet toflcerfts 
You more. • OnCj who did call himfelf Aipjionfo, 
Was caft upon thy toaftj ar 'tis fe^oited, 
Aid dft had pritate <Jonfci-cftcc With the klftg $ 
To what effedt I knew not then : but he, 
Alphonfoi fecrctly departed, juft 
About the iiitikt owe znh^ embarked for Sbaih. 
What 1 know more is, that a triple league I2q 

Of ftriifteft friefidfhJp was profeft befwefeii 
All^biifo, HsH, and the traitor Ofitiyn. 

King. PiMc report ii tatifyM ift this, 

Zar^ And Ofmyri's death requh^'d of ftrong ne- 
tcflhy. 

Khig. Oire order ftrait, that all the pris'iiers die. 

Zur. Forbear a moment, fomewhit niore I hi^e 
Worthy your priirate ear, and this your minifter. 

King. Let all, except Gonfalez, leave the room. 

Zar. 1 am your captive, and you've us'd me nobly ; 
And, in return of that, th6' otherwife 
Your enemy, " I hav^ difcoter'd Ofnar^ 
<* I^is private prance add con^iracy 
<< Againft yottr fbte : and^ fully to dilcbarg^ 
« Myfclf of what I've undertaken," now 
1 thmk it fit to teU you, that your gua^s 
Are tainted ; fome among 'em have refriv'd 
To refcue Ofinyn at the place of death. 
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King. Is treafon then fo near us as our guards ? 
Zar. Moft certain ; tho' my knowledge is not ye| . 
So ripe, to point at the particular men. 140 

King, What's to be done ? 

Zar, That too I will advife. 
I have remaining in my train (bme mutesy 
A prefent once from the fuluna queen. 
In the grand fignior's court. Thefe from their in- 
fancy 
Are pra6tisM in the trade of death ; and (hall 
(As there the cuftom is) in private ftrangle 
Ofmyn. 

Gons. My lord, the queen adyifes well. 

Ktng. What offering, or what recompcnce remains 
In me, that can be worthy fo great fervices ? 
To caft beneath your feet the crown you've fav'd, 
Tho' on the head that wears it, were too little, 

Zar. Of that hereafter : but, mean time, 'tis fit 
You give &n&. charge that none may be admitted 
To fee the pris'ner, but fuch mutes as I 
Shall fend. 

King* Who w^ts there ? 

Enter Perez. 

King. On your life, takeTieed 
That only Zara's mutes, or fuch who bring 160 
Her warrant, have admittance to the Moor. 

Zar. They, and no other, not the princcfs' felf. 

Per. Your Majefty (hall be obey'd. 

King. Retire. [Ew/ Perez. 
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Gons, That interdidion k particular 
PronouncM with yehemence againfl: the princefsv 
Should have more meaning than appears barefac'd* 
The king is blinded by his love^ and heeds 
It not. \^^deJ^ — ^Your inajefty fure might have ipar'd 
The laft reftraint : you hardly can fufpeA 
The prijicefs is confederate with the Moor. 

Zar* I've heard her chanty did onc^ extend 
So far, to vifit him at his requeft. 

Gotu. Ha! 

Kmg. How ! She vifit Ofmyn ! What, my 
daughter ? 

SeL Madam, take heed ; or you have ruin'd all. 

Zar. And after did folicit you on his 

Behalf. 

'^Ktng. Never. You have been mifinform'd. 

Zar* Indeed ! Then 'twas a whifper fpread by 
fome 
Who wifh'd it fo : a common art in courts, 181 

I will retire and inftantly prepare 
Inftrudion for my minifters of death. 

[^Exit Zzxz and Selima* 

Gons. There's fomewhat yet of myftery in this ; 
Her words and adlions are obfcure and double, 
Sometimes concur, and ibmetimes difagree : 
I like it not. [^/Wr. 

King. What doft thou think, Gonfalez ? 
Are we not much indebted to this fair one? 

Gens. I am a little flow of credit, fir, 
In the fincerity of women's actions. 
Methinks this lady's hatred to the Moor 
Difquiets her too much } which makes it feem 
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As if (he'd rather that (he did oot haet hkli* 
I wilh her mutes are meant to be efnpkiy^d 
As Ihe pretends— I doubt it no^ww— Your guards 
Corrupted ! How ? By whom ? Who told her hi 
V th' evening Qfmyn was to die ; at midnight 
She begg'd the royal fignet to rekafe him ; 
I' th' morning he mufl die again $ ere noon 20d 

Her motes alone muft ftrangle him, or he'll 
Efcape. This put together faits not well. 

King. Yet that there's truth in what (he has dif- 
covcr'd 
Is manifeft from every circumftance. 
This tumult, and the lords who fled with Heli, 
Are confirmation ;— that Alphonfo lives 
Agrees exprefsly too, with her report. 

Gons. 1 grant it$ (ir ; and doubt not^ bat in rftge' 
Ofjealoufy, (he has difcover'd what 
She now repents. It may be I'm deceived. 
But why that needlefs caution of the princefs ? 
What if file had feen Ofmyn ? Tho* t'were fbange 5 
But if (he had, what was't to her ? Unlefs 
She fear'd her ftrcmger charms might caufe the 

Moor's 
Affection to revolt. 

King, I thank cbee, fnend. 
There's reafon in thy doubt, and I am warn'd.— 
But think'ft thoa that my daughter iaw this Moor ? 

Gons. If Ofmyn be, as Zara has related 
Alphonfo's friend, 'tis not in^ifible zio 

But (he might wi(h, on his accomrt, to fee hftt. 

Ktng. Say'fk thou f By Heav^Di tkoulKift rooi'd i 
though^ 



4cT IV. THE MOURNING BRIDB. *jt 

That like a (udden earthquake (hakes my frame* 
Confuflon ! then my <kughter's an accomplice» 
And plots is {Nrivate with this helliili Moor. 
Gons. That were too hard a though t ■ b ut iee» 
Ac comes— ^ 
'Twere not amifs to queftion her a little. 
And try, howler* if I'tc divin'd aright. 
If what I fear be tnie, (he'll be concern'd 
For Ofmyn's death, as he's Alphonfo's friend : 
Urge that, to try if ihe'll fblicit for him. 

Entef Almeru and Leonora. 

King. Your coming has prevented me, Almeria ; 
I bad determined to have fent for you. 
Let your attendant be difmifs'd ; 1 have 

[Leonora retires. 
To talk with you. Come near j why doft thou (hake ? 
What mean thofe fwoll'n and red-fleck'd eyesi that 

lock 
As they had wept in blood, and worn the night 
In waking angui(h i Why this on the day 
Which was de{ign'd to celebrate thy nuptials ; 
But that the beams of light are to be (lain'd 240 
With reeking gore, from traitors on the rack ? 
Wherefore I have deferred the marriage-rites 'j 
Nor (hall the guilty horrors of this day 
Prophane that jubilee. 

yiim. All days to me 
Henceforth are equal : this^ the day of death, 
To-morroW| and the next, and each that follows 



71 THE MOURNING BRIDE. Act IV. 

Will undlftinguifh'd roll, and but prolong 
One hated line of more extended woe. 

King. Whence is thy grief? Give me toj^iowthe 
caufe ; 
And look thou anfwer me with truth ; for know 
I am not unacquainted with thy falfhood. 
Why art thou mute ? Bafe and degenerate maid ! 
Gons. Dear madam, fpeak, or you'll incenfe the 

king. 
Aim. What is't to fpeak ? Or wherefore (hould I 
fpeak? 
What mean thefe tears but grief unutterable ? 

Ktng. They are the dumb confeffions of thy 
mind ; 
They mean thy guilt, and fay thou wert confederate 
With damn'd confpirators to take my life. 
Oh, impious parricide! Now canft thou fpeak? 260 

Aim. O earth, behold, I kneel upon thy bofbm, 
And bend my flowing eyes to ibream upon 
Thy face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield ; 
Open thy bowels of compalEon, take 
Into thy womb the lafb and moft forlohi 
Of all thy race. Hear me, thou common parent 

I have no parent elfe — be thou a mother. 
And ftep between me and the curfe of him 
Who was — who was, but is no more a father ; 
But brands my innocence with horrid crimes ; 
And, for the tender names of child and daughter, 
Now calls me murderer and parricide. 

King, Rife, I command thee, rife*-— and if thou 
wouldft 
Acquit thy felf of thefe detefted names, 



Act IV. THE MOURNING BRIDE. 7J 

Swear thou haft nev^r ieen that foreign dog. 
Now doom'd to die, that moft accurfed Ofmyn. 

uilm. Never, but as with innocence I might, 
And free of all bad parpofes. So Heaven's 
My witnefs. 

iiT//!^. Vile equivocating wretch! 280 

With innocence ! Oh, patience i hear — ^t owns it ! 
Confeffes it ! By Heav'n, I'll have him rack'd. 
Torn, mangled, flay'd, impal'd — all pain^ and tor* 

iures 
That wit of man, or dire revenge can think. 
Shall he, accumulated, underbear. 

f/ilm. Oh, I am loft. — ^There fate begins to wound. 

Khg. Hear me, then ; if thou canft reply } . know, 
traitrefs, 
I'm not to learn that curs'd Alphonfo lives ; 
Nor am I ignorant what Ofmyn i a ■ ■ 

Aim, Th en all is ended, and we both muft die. 
Since thou'rt reveal'd, alone thou (halt not die. 
And yet alone would I have dy'd, Heav'n knows, 
Repeated deaths, rather than have reveal'd thee. 
** Yes, all my father's wounding wrath, tho' each 
'' Reproach cuts deeper than the ke^neft fword, 
" And cleaves my heart, I would have borne it all, 
*^ Nay dl the pains that are prepar'd for thee ; 
" To the remorfelefs rack I wou'd have giv'n 
" This weak and tender flcfli, to have been bruis'd' 
" And torn, rather than have reveal'd thy being." 

King. Hell, hell ! Do 1 hear this, and yet en- 
dure ! 
What, dar'ft thou to my face avow thy guilt ? 
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Hence, ene 1 cmlt-^Bf mj )«ft inge wit)] fjpeed % 
Left I ibrgtt lu both, utid fpurti tkee from nwi. ^ * 

Aim. And yet Aikther! Thmk) I am yoar chSd! 
Turn noi your eyev 4iway«*4ook (Mi tne kss^elifig $ 
Now curfe me if you can, now ipurn me o£ 
2>id ever father curfe his kneeling child ? 
Never ; for always bleffingt crown that pofture^ 
** Nature inclines, asid half way meets that duty^ 
^ Stooping to raife from earth die fiUal reverence i 
*< For bended knf es returning folding arms, 
« With pray'ra, aadblcffings, and paternal love.'* 
Oh, hear me then, thus crawling on tlie eart h >■ 
. King* BethouadviiM, andletmego, whikyet 
Tkkt light impreffion Uiou baft m»le remains* 

Aim. No, never will I rife, nor lofe this hold, 
'Till you are mov'd^ and grant that he may live. 

King. Ha! Who may live? Take heed 1 No more 
. of that ; 
For on my ibvl he dies, tho' thou and I» 320 

And all ihould follow to partake his doom. 

Away, off, kt me go " C all her attendants. 

[Leonora Mi women retuTfi* 

jllm. Drag me ; and harrow the eaxiii with my bare 
Bofom ; 
I will not go 'till you have fpar'd my huiband. 

Kmg. Ha 1 «* What fay'ft thou >" Huibniid \ 
** Haiband ! damnatioii ! , 
« What hufhand !" Which? Who? 

Aim. He, he is my hufband. 

King. « Poifon and daggers !" Who* 

Ahn. Oh . imni. 

" Gons. Help, fupport her." 



AtriV. THE MDURNfNa UtlM. 9$ 

Jim. Let lae gOy let Ine fall» fink deep— 4*11 <lig» 
Pil dig-a grave* «nd tear op death ; '* I will % 
** 111 fcrapcy *till I colleft his rotten bones^ 
*' And tJoath dieir nakednefs with my own Adh i'* 
Yes, I will Aiip olFiifey and we wiU change; 

fl m]l be<ieath ; theii^ tho* you kill my hulbandf 
He AaU be mifie ilill^ and for ever mine. 
JCif^. Whatbu(band? Whom doft thott mean ? 
Goni. She rares ! 

jH/m. ** Oh, that I did,'' Ofinyn» he it my hut 
band. 340 

Xbig. Ofmyn! 

jthi. Not Ofmyn, but Alphonfo, is my dear 
Andwedded'hoAond-^— -f-Heay'oiandairi andljeaij 
Ye windl lad waves, I call ye all to witaefs. 

Kmg. Wilder than winds or waves thyfelf doft 
rave 
ShouM 1 hear^moiei 1 too ihould catch thjT mad^ 

aeis* ' 
** Yet foraewhat fhe maft mean of dire import, 
« Which ril not hear, 'till I am more at peace.*' 
Watch her retuming fenfe, and brbg roe word | 
And look that (he attempt not on her life. 

[_ExU King, 
JJm^ Oh, ftay, yetiliay) hear me, I am not mad. 

I would to Heav'n I were He's gone. 

Gons. Have comfort. 

Jim, Curs'd be that tongue that bids me be of 
comfort ; 
CursM my own tongue, that could i&t move his pity 1 
u-'] Curs'd thefe weak hands, that could not hold hha 
here ? 



I 
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For he is gone to doom Alphonfo's death. 

Gom. Your too exceffive grief works on your 
fancy. 
And deludes your fenfe. Alphonfo, if living. 
Is far from hence, beyond your father's pow*r. 360 

Ahn. Hence, thou detefted, ill-tim'd flatterer 5 
Source of my woes : thou and thy race be curs'd } 
But doubly thou, who couldfl alone have policy 
And fraud to find the fatal fecret out, 
And know that Ofmyn was Alphonfo. 

Goru. Ha! 

Jilm. Why doft thou ftart ? What doft thou fee or 
hear ? 
Was it the doleful bell, tolling for death ? 
Or dying gioans from my Alphonfo's breaft ? 
See, fee, look yonder I where a grizzled, pale, 
And ghaftly head glares by, all fmear'd with blood, 
Gafping as it would fpeak ; and after, fee, -' 
Behold, a damp, dead hand has dropp'd a dagger : 
I'll catch it — Hark ! a voice cries murder ! ah i 
My father's voice I hollow it founds, and calls 
Me from the tomb — I'll follow it 5 for there 
I (hall again behold my dear Alphonfo. 

{^Exeunt Almeria and Leonora* 

Gtmi. She's greatly griev'd ; nor am I lefs fur- 
priz'd. 
Ofmyn, Alphonfo ! No j fhe over-rates 
My policy ; I ne'er fufpe^ed it j 380 

Nor now had known it, but from her miftake., 
Her hufband too! Ha! Where is Garcia then ? 
And where the crown that fbould defcend on him, 
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To grace the line of my pofterity ? 
Hold, let me thicdc — ^if I (hotild tell the kiog— 
Things come to this extremity : his daughter 
Wed4ed already:— iwhat if he (hould yield ? 
Knowing no remedy for what is pafty 
And urgM by nature pleadbg for his child^ 
With which he fcems to be already (haken. 
And tho' I know he hates beyond the grave 
Anfdmo's race ; yet i f - t hat If concludes me* 
To doubt, when I may be affuf'dy is folly. 
But how pre?ent the captive queen, who means 
To fet him free ? Ay, now 'tis plain. O well 
Invented tale ! He was Alphonfo's friend. 
This liibtle woman will amufe the king. 

If I delay 'twill do or better fo» 

One to my wiih. Alonzo thou art welcome. 

Enter Alonzo. 

jiUtt. The king expels your lord(hip. 400 

Gons. 'Tis no matter. 
I'm not i'thc way at prefent, good Alonzo. 

jflon* If 't pleafe your lordftiip, Pll jeturn, and 
fay 
J have not feen yoiu 

Goffx. Do, my beft Alonzo, 

Yet ftay, I would but go j anon will ferve ■■ ■ ^ 

Yet I have that requires thy Ipcedy help. 
I think thou would'fb not fbop to do me fervice. 

jibm. I am your creatiure. 
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Gons* Say thou art my friend. 
I've feen thy IWovd do noUe exeeutiofi. 
^/(Tff. AUtbat it can your lordikipihatt commaiid* 
Com. Thanks; smmI £ take thee at thy w»fd 
Thou'ft fecB^ 
Amongit the foliowefs of ^t captive ^lxe»ai 
Dumb men> wfao make tbeit HKSMimg kacpw» hy 

flgQSW 

u4^b I haffv^ my Ibf d* 

Gon/. Could'lb «hoa procure^, imk fpeed 
Andprmcyv th« wearing garb of one 
Of thoTe^ tko' porchas^d by kda death* Fd gkt 
Thee fuch reward, » (hould ft3isecd thy wifti. 41^ 

j^ion^ ConcUsdtt it dooe« Where ftatt 1 wiak yew 
lordikip? 

Gons. At my apartment. Ufe diy utmoft d0K 
gence ; 
And fay I've not been feen — Hafte, good Alonzo. 

lExii Alonzo. 
So, this can hardly fail. Alphonfb flaiui 
The greateft obftacle is then removed; 
Almeria widow'd, yet again may wed ; 
And 1 yet fix the crown on Garcia's head. {^Fxif* 
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Not tobqfeondl In ^ ill hour he's, ahfieil. 
Nooe^ &7yott? aoocl Wkat, not the fiur'rite 

ewuich? 
Nor Ac hirfe]£i» nor any of her mutest 
Have yet required admittance ? 

Per* None^ my lord% 

Kmg* Is Ofmyn fo dilposM as I Commanded \ 

Ph% l^aft hound in double chains^ and at full 
length 
He lies fupine on earth | with as much eaft 
She migM remove the centre of this, earthy 
As loofe the rivets of his bonds* 

Kmg. "Tiswell. 

\_^AmuU oppears^ emd feeing the tkgf fetiritt 
HaJ fto|>» and fei^e that mute ; Alonzo> follow him* 
Entering he met my eyes, and ftarting backf 
Frighted) and fumbling, one hand in his bofom, 
As to conceal th^ importance of his errand. 

[^AXotizo folk*tvs him andretumt tmtbapapet* 

Alon* A bloody proof of obftinate fidelity \ 

King. What doft diou mean i 

jdha* Soon as I feiz'd the man> 
He inatchM from out his bofom this — and ftrore 
With ndh and greedy hafte, at once^ to cram 20 
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The morfel down his throat. I caught his army 
And hardly wrenched his hand to wring it from him ; 
Which done, he drew a poignard from his fide. 
And on the inftant plung'd it in his breaft. 
. Kmg. Remove the body thence, ere Zara fee it 

jilon. I'll be fo bold to borrow his attire ; 
'Twill quit me of my promife to Gonfalez. 

i^Jik. Ex. 

*' Per, Whatever it is, the king's complexion turns.'* 

King, How's this I My mortal fbe beneath my ibof! 
[^Having read the letter. 
Oh, give me padence, all ye powers ! No, rather 
Give me new rage, implacable revenge. 
And trebled fury — Ha ! who's there ? 

Per. My lord. 

King. Hence, flave! how dar'fl thou bide to watch 
and pry 
Into how poor a thing a king defcends, 
How like thyfelf, when paflion treads him down ? . 
Ha! flir not, on thy life; for thou wert fix'd. 
And planted here, to fee me gorge this bait. 
And la(h againft the hook — By Hcav'n, you're all 
Rank traitors ! thou art with the reil combin'd : 4<^> 
Thou knew'fl that Ofmyn was Alphonfo; knew'ft 
My daughter privately with him conferr'd ; 
And wert the fpy and pander to their meeting. 

Per. By all that's holy, I'm amaz'd 

King. Thou ly'ft. 
Thou art accomplice too with Zara ; here 
Where (he fet« down — Still imll J fet thee free^— 

[Reading-^ 
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That fbmewhere is Tq>eated — I have power' 
OWttem that are thy guards — Mark that» thou traitor. ^ 
Per. It was your majefty's command I fhould 

Obey her order. 

Kmg. [Reading.] AndpUwittlfet 

Theefree^Alphonfo Hell! curs'd, curs'd Alphonfo 

Falfe and perfidious Zara ! Strumpet daughter ! 
Away, begone, thou feeble boy, fond love ; 
All nature, fbftnefs, pity and compailion. 
This hour 1 throw ye off, and entertain 
Fell hate within my breaft, revenge and gall. 
By Heav'n, 1*11 meet, and counterwork this treachery. 
Hark thee, villain, traitor — ^anfwer me, flave. 60 
Per, My fervice has not merited thofe titles. 
King. Dar'ft thou reply? « Take that"— thy fer- 
vice ! thine ! " IStrtkes htm. 
What's thy whole life, thy foul, thy all, to my 
One moment's cafe ? Hear my command ; and look 
That thou obey, or horror on thy head : 
J)rench me thy dagger in Alphonfo's heart. 

Why doft thou ftart ? Refolve, or 

Per. Sir, I will. 

King. 'Tis well — ^that when (he comes to fet him 
^ free. 
His tetth may grin, and mock at her remorfe. 

[Perez going* 
—Stay thee— I've farther thought — I'll add to this. 
And give her eyes yet greater difappointment : 
When thou haft ended him, bring me his robe \ 
And let the cell where fhe'U expeft to fee him 
Be darken'd, fo as to amufe the fight. 

17 
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1*11 be cotvdtt^ed. thither-**^ mark me weU-"-*^ 
Th^m with hU tarbAO».uid Microbe. array'd. 
And laid aj<>ng|,a» he now liesy fvpiae) 
I (hall convid her^ to her face^ Q££aLUhood« 
When for Alphonfo's Ae ftuILuke ray.Mftdi > 80 
^d breati^ hftr ^hs upon my- lips, for his ; 
Sudden I'lliUrt andrdaih her wUb h«r gt^it. 
But fee» ih^ cppien^. I'll fliua th? epcf)9ipUF }^t)iQ«k 
Follow me, an.d Qtye. h^ to n^y direi^ion* [£ffiifi9fp 

JBnUr Zaila and S£lim» 
Zar. "The. mute not yet re^rn'd!'* hal *t¥(ai.the' 

Th^kiQ^th^t parted, h^ce! frowning he wjeiits 
** His eye? Ivkft meteors rolPd, then darted dpwn 
*'* Their red and angry .be^ma; as if his fi^ht 
** Wovldi like the raging^dog,-ftfury fcorch tl^eeartbi 
** And kindle ruin in its cpurfe :'' Doit think 
He faw me? 

SeL Yes : but then, as if h^ thought 
His eyes had errM, he haftily recalPd 
Th' imperfeA look, and fternly turn'd ajvay. 

Zar, Shun me when feen I I fear thou haft undone 
me. 
** Thy (hallow artifice begets fulpicion, 
' " And like a cobweb veil, but thinly ihades 
" The face of thy defign ! alone dilguifing 
" What (hould have ne'er beenfceu} irapcrfea niif- 

" chief! 
<« Thou, like the adder, venomous and deaf, . lOO 
«< Haft ftung the traveller, and after hear'ft 
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** Not his puifuing voice; e*en when thqu thinkM 
" To hidfe, the ruftling leaves and bended grafs 
" Confefs and point the path which thou haft crept. 
" Oh, fate of fools ! officious in contriving; 
" In executing, puzzled, lame, and loft." 

Sel. Avert it Heaven, that you (hould ever fuffer 
For my defeat ; or that the means which I 
Devis'd to ferve, (hould ruin your defign. 
Prefcience is Heav'n-s alone, not giv'n to man, 
If I have faiPd, in what, as being man, 
I needs muft fail ; impute not as a crime 
My nature's want, but punifh nature in rac ; 
I plead not for a pardon, and to live, 
But to be punifh'd and forgiven. Herd, ftrike ; 
1 bare my bre^ to meet your juft revenge. 

Zar* I have not leifure now to take fo poor 
A forfeit as thy life ; foraewhat of high 
And more important fate requires my thought* 
" When I've concluded on myfelf, if I 120 

" Think fit, I'll leave thee my command to die.'* 
Regard me well ; and dare not to reply 
To what I give in charge ; for I'm refolv'd. 
Give order that the two remaining mutes 
Attend me inftantly, with each a bowl 
Of fuch ingredients mix'd, as will with (peed 
Benumb the living faculties, and give 
Moft eafy and inevitable death. 
Yes, Ofmyn, yes ; be Ofmyn or Alphonfo, 
I'll give thee freedom, if thou dar'ft be free : 
Such liberty as I embrace myfelf, 
E2 



.84 THE MOURNING BRIDE. ActV. 

Thou (halt partake. Since fates oo more afford ; 

I can but die with thee, to keep my word. [^Exeimi. 



SCENE II. 

Ppemngijbews the Prifon. Enter Go n s A l e z t&fgm/ed 
like a Mute, with a Dagger. 

Gofu. Nor centinel, nor guard ! the doors unbarr'd! 
And all as ftill, as at the noon of night ! 
Sure death already has been bufy here. 
There lies myVay 5 that door too b unlock'd. 

[Looking in. 
Ha! fure he flceps — all's dark within, fave what 
A lamp, that feebly lifts a fickly flame, 
By fits reveals — his face feems turn'd, to favour 140 
ITi* attempt : 1*11 fteal and do it unperceiv'd. 
Whatnoife! fomebody coming ? is'tAIonzo? 

Nobody. Sure he'll wait without 1 would 

*Twere done — I'll crawl, and fting him to the heart, 
Then caft my fkin, and leave it there to anfwer it. 

[Goeji In. 

Enter Gaucia and Alohzo^ 

Gar. Where, where, Alonzo, where's my father ? 
where 
The king? Confufion! all is on the rout ! 
All's loft, all min'd by furprize and treachery. 
Vbere, where is he ! Why doft thou miilead me ? 
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jikun My lord, he entered but a moment Hnce, 
And Qould not pafs me unpcrcexT'd — ^What hoa! 
My lord, my lord! What hoa! my lord Gonfalez t 

Enter Goksalez bloody, 

Gons. Perdition choak your clamours — whence; 
this rudenefs ? 
Garcia ! 

Gar. Perdition, flavery, and death, 
Are entering now our doors. Where is the king ? • 
What means this blood ; and why this face of horror ^ 

Gons. No matter — give me firft to know the caufe. 
Of thefe your rafli, and ill-tim'd exclamations. 

Gar. The eaftern gate is to the foe betray'd> 
WhO) but for heaps of (lain that choak the pafTage, 
Had enter'd long ere now, and borne down all 
Before 'em, to the palace walls. Unlefs 
The king in perfon animate our men, 
Granada's loft ; and to confirm this fear^ 
The traitor Perez, and the captive Moor, 
Are through a poftern fled, and join'd the foe. 

Goru. Would all were falfe as that; for whom yoa 
caU 
The Moor, is dead. That Ofmyn was Alphonfo; 
In whole heart's blood this poignard yet is warm*' 

Gar. Impoffible ; for Ofmyn was, while flying, 
Pronounc'd aloud by Perez for Alphonib. 

Gons. Enter that chamber, and convince your eyis, 
How much report has wrong'tl your eafy faith. • 

[Garcia jw^m. 
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jihm. fifyiordy for certain ttuthy Perez is £ed ; 
And has dedar'dy the cauTe of his revolt 
Was to revenge a blow the king had given him. 

Gar» l^Returmng'] Ruin and horror ! Oh, hearts 
wounding fight ! 

Cofu. What fays my fon ? What ruin ? Ha ! what 
horror ? 

Gar. Blafled my eyes, and fpeechlefs be my tongue* 
Rather than or to fee, or to relate 
This deed— Oh, dire miftake! O^b, fatal blow ! 
The king 

Gotts* Alon. The king ! 

Gar. Dead, welt'ring, drown'd in blood. 
See, fee, attir'd like Ofmyn, where he lies, 

[They h9% ITU 
Oh, whence, or how, or wherefore was this donei 
But what imports the nwnner or the caufe ? 
Nothing remains to do, or to require, ' 
But that we allihould turn our fwords againft 
Oorielves, and expiate with our own, his blood* 

Gotu. Oh, wretch ! Oh« curfed rafh dduded&fol ! 
On me, on me turn yo«r avenging fwords. 
Ij who have fpilt my roysl mailer's blood* 
Should make atonement by a death as horrid, 
Aad fall iteneaih the hand of my own fon. 

Gar. Ha! what! atone this murdor with a greater I 
The horror of that thought has damp'd my rage. 
^ The earth already i^oans to bear this deed i 
^ OifMreft her not, aaor think to Aain her &ce 
^ With aiore ttooatura} blood. Murder my father \ 
** Better ^kh this to rip up my ownbowels. 
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** And bathe it to the hilt, in far lefs damnable 
« Self-murder." 

Gotts. Oh, my fon ! from the blind dotage ■; ^ 
Of a father's fondnefs thefe ills arofe. 
For thee I've been ambitious, bafe, and bloody 2 . f^ 
Forthee I've plung'd into this fea of fin ; . j • 

Stemming the tide with only one weak hand. 
While t'other bore the -crown (to wreathe thy broy^ 
Whofe weight has funk me, ere I reach'd the fhore. 

Gar. Fatal ambition ! Hark ! the foe is enter'd t 

The (hrillnefs of that fhout fpeaiks them at ha"nd. . / 

•* We have no time to fearch into the caufe 

" Of this furprifing and moft fatal error. 

" What's to be done? the king's death known, woMiU 

ftnke 
" The few remaining foldiers with defpair, 
" And make them yield to mercy of the couqueror." 
J^lon. My lord, I've thought how to conceftl the 
body. 
Require me not to tell the means, till done. 
Left you forbid what you may then approve. 

[^Goes in. ShouU 
Gons. They fhout again! Whate'cr he means to do, 
'Twere fit the foldiers were amus'd with hqpes ; 
And in the mean time fed with expedlation 
To fee the king in perfon at their head. 

Gar. Were it a truth, I fear 'tis noW \6o fate. 
But I'M omit no oare, nor hafte ! aftd tryv 
Or to repfel th^r fift^, or bravely die. 
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Re-^nter Alonzo. 



Gmu* What haft thou done, Alonzo ? 
Alim* Such a deed. 
As but an hour ago I'd not have done. 
Though for the crown of univerfal empire. 
But what are kings reduc'd to common clay ? 
Or who can wound the dead ? — I've from the body 
Severed the head, and in an obfcure corner 
Difpos'd ity muffled in the mute's attire. 
Leaving to view of them who enter next. 
Alone the undiflingui(hable trunk : 
Which may be ftill miftaken by the guards 

I ForOfmyn, if in fecking for the king, 

I They chance to find it. 

I Gtmt. 'Twas an adl of horror ; 

I And of a piece with this day's dire mifdeeds. 

J But 'tis no time to ponder or repent. 

j Hafte thee, Alonzo, hafte thee hence with (peed, 

To aid my fon. I'll follow with the laft 
Referve, to reinforce his arms : at leaft, 
I (hall make good and (helter his retreat. 

r Exeunt feveralh* 

! ■ • 

EnterZAKAf/oI/owediy SEhiMy and two Mutes hearing 
the howls, 

Zar. Silence and folitude are every where. . 
Through all the gloomy ways and iron doors 
That hither lea^, nor human face nor voice 
Is feen or heard. ** A dreadful din was wont 
** To^grate the fenfe, when enter'd here, from groans 
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*^ And howls of flaves condemn'd ; from dink of 

chaiasy 
*' And crafh of nifty bars and creeking hinges : 
*' And ever and anon the fight was dafti'd 
'* With frightful faces, and the meagre looks 
'* Of grim and ghaftly executioners. 
*• Yet more this ftillnefs terrifies my foul, 
'* Than did that fcene of complicated horrors. 
** It may be that the caufe of this my errand 
" And purpofe, being changed from life to death, 
** Had alfo wrought this chilling change of temper. 
*• Or docs my heart bode more ? What can it more 
« Than death ?" 

Let 'em fet down the bowls, and warn Alphonfo 
That I am here — fo. You return and find 

[^Mutes going In* 
The king ; tell him, what he required, I've done, 
And wait his coming to approve the deed. 

Exit Selim. 

Enier MuUs. 

Zar. What have you feen? Ha! wherefore ftarc 
you thus [ 7he mutes return and loot affrighted^ 
With haggard eyes? Why are your arms acrofs > 
Your heavy and defponding heads hung down ? 
Why is't you more than fpeak in thefc fad figns ? 
Give me more ample knowledge of this mourning, 

\They go to thefcene^ winch openings Jhe 
perenves the body. 

Ha! proftrate! bloody! headlefs! Oh I'm loft,. 

Oh, Ofmyn! Oh, Alphonfo! Cruel fate! 
E3 
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CnMl, cruel, 01i» more than idlUng object I 
I came prepar'd to die, and fee thee die— 
Na)E, cRmepre^r'diDyfelflX) ghrenhee death-^ 
But cannotbear'to find thee thtn, myOfeayii-**— 
Ob, this aaturs'd, this bafe, this tteach'irous king ! 

Enter SsLrm. 

SeL I've fought ia vain, for oo where can the king 
Be found 
Zar. Get thee to hell, and feek him there. 

IStah Urn. 
His helli/h rage had wanted means td aift, 
But for thy fatal and pernicious counfel, 

SeL You thought it better then-— but Vm rewarded* 
The mute you fent, by fome mifchance was feen, 
And £)rc*d to yield your letter with his life ; 
I found the dead and bloody body ftripp' d 
My tongue faulters, and my voice fails — I fink 

Di ink not the poifon — for Alphonfo is [2)w. 

Zar, As thou art now-^ltnd I (hall quickly be* 
*Tis not that he is dead: for 'twas decreed 
We both fhould die. Nor is't that I furvive ; 
I have a certain remedy for that. 
But, Oh, he dy'd unknowing in my heart. 
He knew Hov'd, but knew not to what height; 
Nor that t meant to fall before his eyes, 
A martyr and a vidim to my vows. 
Itifcnfibh of this laft proof he's gone ; 
** Y<et fate alone can rob his mortal pUrt 
•* Of fenfe? Jhis foul ftill fees andltnows caCbjpw^ 
pofe. 
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And fiit'd event, of my perfiiting fidth/* 
lien wherefore do I paufe ? Give me the bow^ 

[;^ mute ineek and gives one of the bowls* 
tlover a moraenti yet| thou gentle fpirit, 
Sovii of 'my love, and I will wait thy flight. 
Tkis m our mutual blifs, when join'd above, {^Drlnls. 
Oh, friendly draught, already in my heart. 
Cold, cold ; my veins are icicles and froft. 
Til creep into his bofom, lay me there ; 
Cover us clofe— or I (hall chill his breaft, 
And fright him from my arms — See, fee, he Aides 
Still farther from me ; look, he hides his face, 
I cannot feel it^— quite beyond my reach, — 
Oh, now he's gone, and all is dark— {^Dict. 

\The mutes kneel and mourn over her* 

Enter Almeria and Leonora. 

^m. Oh, let me feek him in this horrid cell ; 
For in the tombt or prifon, I alone 
Muftiic^e to find him. 

Leon. Heavens'! what difmal fcene 
Of death is this ? The eunuch Selim flain ! 

Mn. Shew me, for I am come in fearch of d^ath i 
But want a guides for tears «have dtmm<d my light. 

Ision, Alas, a little farther, and behold 
Zara -all pale and dead ! two frightful men, 
IVho feem the murderers, kneel weeping by ; 
Feeling remorie too late for what they've dont. 
But, Oh, forbeaT-*4ift up your eyes no more i 
Butluifte away, %frcmiithis fatal {>lace, 
Where aifemes are nndtiply -d ; tFetikrn, 
Retam, and look not on $ for there's a da|jj&t 
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Ready to flab the fight, and make your eyes 

Rain blood 

Aim. Oh, I foreknow, forefee that objeft. 

Is it at laft then fo? Is he then dead ? 

«* What, dead at laft? quite, quite, for ever dead? 

** There, there, I fee him; there he lies, the blood 

" Yet bubbling from his wounds — Oh, more than fr 
vage I 

** Had they or hearts or eyes that did this deecl ? 

** Could eyes endure to guide fuch cruel hands ? 

** Are not my eyes guilty alike with theirs, 

•* That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to ftone ? 
I do not weep! Tj^he fprings of tears are dry'dj 

And of a fudden I aift'^tcalm, as if 

AUthings were well; and yet my hufband's murder'd! 
Yes, yes, I know to mourn ! I'll fluice this heart, 

The fourceof woe, and let the torrent loofe. 

p Thofe men have left to weep! they look on mel 

I hope they murder all on whom they look. 

Behold me well ; your bloody hands have erPd, 

And wrongfully have flain thofe innocents : 

I am the facrifice defign'd to bleed. 

And come prepar'd to yield my throat — They Ihakc 

Their heads in fign of grief and innocence ! 

\Tbey point at the bowl on thegromJL 
And point! What mean they? Ha! a cup; Oh, weU, 
I underftand what med'cine has been here. . 

Oh, noble thirft! yet greedy to drink all 

—Oh, for another draught of death " What 

mean they ? [ They point at the other a^ 
" Ha ! point again!'' 'tis there, and full, I hope. 
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iianks to the lib'ral hand that fill'd thee thus, 

1 drink ray glad acknowledgment — — - 

Leon. Ohy hold 

'or mercy's fake, upon my knee I be g 
jflm. Wkh thee the kneeling world fliould beg in 
vain. 
teeft thou not there ? Behold who proftrate lies* 
^nd pleads agunft thee; who fhali then prerail { 
fet I will take a cold and parting leave 
From his pale lips ; I'll kifs him ere I drink* 
Left the rank juice (hould Uifter on my moDth» 
And ftain the colour of my laft adieu. 
Horror! aheadlefs trunk! nor lips nor fiicey 

^^Ccmng near the body^^arts and ktsfaU the tup* 

Bat fpouting veins, and mangled flefh I Oh, oh f 

Enier Alphonso, Heli, Perez, with Garcia /#>> 
/oner, Guardt and attendants* 

jflph. Away, ftand off, ^ere is (he? let me fly. 
Save her from death, and fiiatch her to my heart. 
jihn. Oh! 

jllfh. Forbear; my arms alone (hall hold her up. 
Warm her to life^ and wake her into gladnefs. 
^* Oh, let me talk to thy reviving fenfe 
•* The words of joy and peace ; warm thy cold beauties 
^ With the new fludung ardour of my cheek ; 
** Into thy lips pour the foft trickling balm 
'* Of cordial (ighs ; and rein(pire thy bofom 
** With the breath of love. Shine, awake, Almeris^ 
Give a new birth to thy long-(haded eyes, 
Tbei double on the day refleded light. 
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jilm. Where am I? Heay'n! what does this dteant 
intend ? 

jilpL Oh, may 'ft thou never dream of lefs delighti 
Nor ever wake to lefe fiibftantial joys. 

Ahik GiVn me agam from death ! Oh, all ye pow'rs, 
Confirm this miracle ! Can I believe 
My fight ** againft my fight? and fhall I truft 
** That ftnfc, which in one inftant fhews him dead 
** And living ?" — ^Yes, I will ; I've been abus'd 
With apparitions^and affrighting phantoms : 
This is my lord j. my life, my only hufband, 
I have him now, and wc no more will part. 
My father J too, fhall have compaffion— 

jilpb^ Oh, my heart's comfort; 'tis not giv'n to this ^ 
Frail 1^ to be entirely blefs'd. E'en now. 
In this extremeft joy my foul can tafte, 
Yet I am dafh'd to think that thou muft weep; 
Thy father fell where he defign'd my death. 
Gonfidez and Alonzo, both of wounds 
Expiring, have, with their laft breaith, con&fsVl 
The juft decrees of Heav'n, which on themfclves 
Has turn'd their own moil: bloody purpofes. 
Nay, I muft grant, 'tis fit you fhould be thus 

** Let 'em remove the body from her fight.'^ 
Ill-fated Zara! Ha! a cup! Alas! 
Thy error then is plain,! but I were flint 
Not to o'erflow in tribute to thy memory. 
Oh, Garcia!— —. 

Whofe virtue has renounc'd thy father's crimes, 
Seeft thou how juft the hand of fieav'n has been i 
Let us, who through our innocence furvive. 
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Still in the paths of honour perfevere, 
And not from paft or prefent ills defpair; 
For bleifings ever wait on virtuous deeds ; 
And though a late, a fure reward fucceeds. 

[^Exeunt omnet* 



EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Almeria* 

The tragedy thus done^ I am, you knonv^ 

No more aprincefs^ but in ftatu quo j 

Jnd now as unconcerned this mourning wear^ 

jis if indeed a widow or an hein 

Pveleifurey nowy to mark your f rubral faces ^ 

And know each critic by his four grimaces* 

To poifon playsy I fee them where they fit ^ 

Scattered, Ule rat/bane, up and down the pit ; 

While others watch j like parifh fearchers hir^dy 

To tell of what diftafe the play expird, 

Qhf with what joy they run to fpread the news 

Of a damned poet and departed mufe ! 

But if he fcapCy with what regret theyrefeiz^d.* 

And how they re difappointedy when the f re pleas' d i 

Critics to plays for the fame end reforty 

Thatfurgeons wait on trials in a court : 

For innocence condemned they*oe no refpedy 

Provided they've a body to di/feS, 

As Suffex men J that dwell upon tlxfhore^ 

Look out whenflorms arife^ and billows roar^ 

Devoutly prayingy with uplifted hands ^ 
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Tbatfome wiU-ialenJlnp mayjlrike thefandt^ 
To nuhofe rich cargo they may make fretence^ 
And fatten on thefpoUs of Providence ; 
So critics throng to fee a new play fpTtt^ 
And thrive and proffer on the wrecks oftuit. 
SmoB hope our poet from thefe profpeSs draws; 
And therefore to the fair commends his caufe* 
Tour tender hearts to mercy are incRn*df 
With whom he hopes this play will favour Jind^ 
Which was an off*ring to the fex deftgn^d. 
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TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 

THE 

PRINCE. 



Sir, 

^^RiTERS, nobo mean no IntVeft, Intt their Arts ; 
Q/'andepending Minds^ ^/iJftedfaft Hearts ^ 
JDifclatming Hopes ivHJ empty Forms ne;^e8 ; 
Nor need Permission— /o addrefs Refpedl. 

Frank, as the manly Fatth of ancient 77m^, 
IjCt Truth, for once^ approach the Great, in khyttiel 
Nor Public Benefit^ mi/guidedy ftray, 
Secaufe a Private Wifher points its Way, 

If wcfnd^rifig^ herCf your Greatnefi condefcends 
To q/k^ What's HE^ who thus, uncall'd, attends ? 
Smile, at a Suitor, who^ in Courts, untrac*d, 
Pkas*iy j^o'erlook*d, thus owns his humble Tafte. — 

Vonv*d an Uncnvicr of the hufy Great ; 
Too plain far Flatt'ry ; andy too calm for Hite : 
Hid /^^ Happy; ^o furveysy unknown, 
The pow*rlefs Cottage, and the peacelefs Throne ; 
A f lent Subjedk to His own Controul ; 
OfaSive paffionSi hut unyielding Soul ; 

A2 



DEDICATION. 



Engrofs'd ly NO PurfultSy amus'd by All ; 
i5tf/, deaf ax Adders, /o Ambition*/ Call: 
Too TrcCyfor PowV, for Prejudice) to wim, 
^ndf CiStly lodging Liberty within. 

Par don f Great Prince! th^ unfajhionable Jlrain^ 
Thatjhuns to dedicate ; norfeeks to gain : 
That (fclf-refigning) knonvs no narrow View ; 
And but /or Public Blejftngs^ courts ev'n YOU! 

Late a bold Tracer of your meafur'd Mind^ 
( While f by the mournful S c E n e, ^(7 Grief mcttn^d^} • 
I faw your Eloquence of Eyes confefs 
Soft Senfe of Bel vide raV deep Diftrefs^ 
Prophetic thence^ fore-deemM the rifing Tears ; 
^«£^haiPd a Happy Nation in Your Tears ! 

Oh! — nobly touched! — th' infpiring Pleafures choofe^ 
Snatch from /^^ fable Wave, the finking Muse! 
Charming^ be channd! the Stage'/ Anguifh heal : 
And teach a languid People how to feel. 

Then her full ^oyxXJhall Tragic Pow'r impart, 
And reach Three Kingdoms in their Prince'/ Heart ! 
Lightnefs, difclaim^d,Jball h\\iQ^ iffidfswsiyi 
And reasoning Sense refumt forgotten Sway^ 
LovCf CouragCy Loyalty ^ Taflcy Hortfrnr^ Truths 
Flajh^dfrom the Scene, re<harm our R/Tning Touth : 
Andy Virtues (by Your Influence form'd) fu/lain 
The future Glories of their Founder'/ R^gn. 
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Nor let due Care of a proteftcd Stage, 
Mtsju^d Am\j£^mtnt J hut fpare Hours engage; 
Strongs ferious Truths, the manly Mufe difplays ; 
And leads charmed Reafon through thofe flow'ry 

Ways. 
While Hi STORY V cold Care hut FaiSs inrollsf 
The Muse (perfuqfive) faves the jfn^ur^d SovAsl 
Beyond all "Egy^pt's Gums, embalms Mankind: 
Andjlamps the Rving Features of the Mind. 

Time can geS the Sons of Pow^r^from Fame ; 
-And He f who gains a World, may lose his Name. 
-But cherifliM Arts infure immortal Breath : 
-^nd hid their prop'd Defenders tread on Death I 

Zioot hack, Md Prince ! on AgeU funk in (hade! 
--^'u/feel, what Darkness abfent Genius made! 
Think on the dead Fore-fillers of your Place! 
Think on thejlern Firft-founders of your Race I 
-^ndy where loft Story Jleeps injilent Night; 
^ barge to their Want o/'Tafte, their Want ofLiGHT. 

When J in your rifing Grove, {no Converfe nigh) 
^t-ACK Edward V awful Buft demands your Eye, 
*hink, from what Caufe bUnd Chronicles defame 
fbe grofs-told Tow^ rings of that dreadful Name I 
Search him, thro* Fancy; And suppose himjbown 
^y the long Glories to the Muses known : 
^^ining, difclos'd : — o^ertrampling Death'j Controul! 
^nd, opening, backward, All his Depth of Soul! 
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OBBaBBHBIBBBBaBMattaakMailiHHHHHBi 
Then> — brctube a oonfwms Sigh io mouni hiiFm 
Who form'd no Writers^ ^e Us Spirit Gtt^l 
To limn jUf i^M^ ThoHghts-^^'^^ ^lame rentw ; 
Ahd build Hf M Honours *ify rtfetvefir Yotu ! 

IVkh trofiund Rajj^f 
SIR, 

Tour Royal Highnbss's 
Bfyt htnrtukf 

jfnd obedieni Servimty 
jt. ffiLL. 
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Htb "Who cm fonrey Ac teccmied fife rftJns g^e- 
«iaii, wiilioat «3tidtdtio*i, m«ft be dead to vittoe ; 
He, who is not proud of the luftre it teBefts tipon 
his fpeciesy feels nothing of the enthufiafm that 
warns into Jdndfi^d exceUcaoeb 

Aaron Hill was la name of the Capital, and 
torn in Beaufort-JBuiUiiigs, Sttwid, oti tbe lOlh 
of February, 1684-j. PateniaUy, his ^3£«mplar w«is 
H bad one, for hb iather OsdRoft R<lL| £f<|. ^tnis 
iarifh and indiTatety and tbt legal ri^t to a property 
4if aooo/. a year, TVbtch woudd liate devcited upon 
him, his Fakhtr lb iirrolted as to rekkril of no vahe 
to the family. 

Tkb yonng gsndcbafl^ hom^rer tina uiifbr- 
ttuiate» was well gifted mher ivaytf ; h6 was adorned 
by much mental- power, and prompWiide tibat 
carried that power to the beffc account* — ^his mind 
wa« formed for eefterprite, inventaTe and indc&ti- 
gabk. He had ftarcdy g^iie through Weftminftcr, 
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and completed his 14th year, when he fought 
after fortune in other climes, and furely witJi a 
fuificient difregard of diilance^ for he undertook 
a voyage to Conftantinopk, — His expedled advance- 
ment was baffled by a mean woman as far as was 
pecuniary, but the advancement in the beft know- 
ledge, the f avoir vivre, he who mix d fo much with 
variety of character, and polTefs'd the mind of Aaron 
Hill, could not but find a commodity readily con- 
vertible into wealth, 

I 

Few men have been more multifarious in pur- 
fuit than this — For He m^deplaySf who could alfo 

' mak^ Seec6 qU, Among his flniggles after pre- 
eminence he fought to rival the RuiEans in Poi* 

: q/hei — and the Highlander firft ventured down the 
Spey upon Fbats at the fuggefHon and example 
of Hill.-— He cut down forefls of timber that 
Johnson could never have difcovered, and (hewed 
the Englifh builder, that Scottilh timber was per- 
feftly applicable to fhip-building. — He was occu- 
pied at once by the cultivation of the art of a6ting» 
and that of planting, and his imagination vibrated 
between South Carolina and the Theatre in the 
Haymarket. 

Hill was one of thofe with whom Pope com- 
menced a war, that difhoqoured his great talents 
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— Forfomething, or for nothing, he made Hill diTCt 
and arife without fpot from the mud of dulnefs ; and 
the retort of Hill fhould be remembered as the 
keeneft charaderiftic of Pope's literary life. 

Tuneful Alixis, on the Thames* fair fide. 
The ladies* playthmgy and the mufes* pride, 
With merit popular, with wit polite, 
Eafy though vain, and elegant though light, 
Defiring and deferving others praife, 
Poorly accepts a fame he ne*er repays : 
Unhom to cheri(h, sneakinglt appkovzs. 
And wants the foul to Jpread the worth he Uveu 

I HAV£ little more to add to this mention, bat 
that in marriage he was happy, and he deferved 
his happinefi ;— 4ie was ftudious, and his labour 
was not in yain \ he attracted the love of man^ 
and it is imagined lived ftriftly that life which he 
believed moft acceptable to God. — A^ve ufeful- 
nefs attended him till he died, this happened in 
1750. The (hoclc of the great earthquake imme- 
diately preceded a (hock to him fatal. 

He died in his 65th year, and was interred in 
the fame grave with his lady in Weftminfter Ab- 
bey. His dramatic pieces arc the following : 

Elf rid - - 1710 RinaUo • - 171I 

fValiimg Staiue - 171O Fatal rifion - 1 716 

Ttici ujfon Trick - Henry F. • 1 723 
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ZARA. 



If it Were merely from the groand-work of the 
Piece that this Flay fhould be efKmated» much of our 
Adhnration would abate-^Religious Differences arie 
now neither felt with that Horror, nor do they» thankf 
HksLidtf produce now the ftfiferies that Bigotry and 
Ignorance formerly originated. 

But Zara has other and ftrong Claims— from the 
natural delineation of the PafHons. M. Volt aire 
was the Original Author, but even his Play is an 
EngBfif one, and the French Stage grew animated by 
the Trahsfiifion of the manly Energy of Shakfpeare. 
The prefent is obrioufly an elegant liberal Tradlation 
from the Zairb of Voltaire, with fome trivial Alte* 
rations of Names and Sentiments. 

In this Piece Mrs* Cibber made her Theatrical d£b^ 
in the Chara&er of Zara* 
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Thb Beauties oi Nature will be Beauties everlqftmgfy. 
-—If they are, fometimes, ecUpfed by a Cloudf of ill 
AccideDtSy they dtj^fe the dark Screen ; and^ agaio» 
become amiable. 

' £u:r; unwilliDg^ fuppofe, we are, wnu^ under In- 
fluence *di fuch a Qoud^ with regard to DranuiAul, 
Tqfie^ I Jthought it more decent, (zndjufierj to charge 
its 'Degeneracy to the Stage^ ^an -to the Genuuxi 
the Nation. 

. Accounting in this Manaer for the D^e3f I 
have o&en taken Pleafure* (when turning my Search 
towards a Remedy) to conHder it, as no improbable 
Hope, that Young ASors and ASreJfes^ begiBoiqg» 
vnfeduced by affected Examfles, might go fbme 
Lengthy towards what has been faid of a celebrated 
Writer— 

«* /TAorMw-r^/Perfcftion, mb'uiiti^ EiTayV 

It required, methought, but the Affifbmce of a lively 
ImaginaHonf joined to an eafy, and natural Power; 
with a refolute Habitude^ to Be, for an Hour or two, 
the very Perfons they would feem. — Such a Fotrnda- 
tton for accomplifhed Afting, lies fo open, and fo 
clearly in Nature^ that they, who find it at all, mufi dif- 
cover it dxjirfi: Becaafe, when Men are once got out 
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of the Roadi they, who travel xJtitfarthffi, have Jbiifc 
moil Length of Way to ride hack agiUQ* \ 

Yet, the Interefted in Playhoufes w'ere fo pofidve 
in the contrary Sentiment, that they fubmitted to xt* 
verence, as a Maxima this extraordinary ConceiEon, 
*^ That jiff on mufile twenty Tears fucb^befire they coa 
expeS to he Maflers of the Air^ and Tread of the Sta^eJ* i. 

Now, fhere is but one View, in Nature, wherein T 
was willing to admit of this Argument: I was forced 
toconfefty I had feen: fome/iar/Mii/ar Stage Airs, and 
Stage Treads, which a Man. of good Seiife mighty in* 
deed, wafte along Life, in endeavouring to imitat^ei 
and, atk^, Jofe his Labour L 

However, (Tnce an C)l>inTon, in Oppofition to th^ 
Gentlemen's, wanted Weight to make That believed! 
poffiUey which had' not* yet, been reduced- iqto, Prae-> 
Hcer I took a fiidden Refolution, aAually to try,WH0 
<aaf M the Rights by attempting die Experiment. — ^ 
This, I know, was- a^iefign, which, fucceedin^,Vrould 
not fiiil to giv« Pteafure to the PubRcy and, Vhich j^ 
nu/canyingy cpuld produce no worfe Confeqaenee, than' 
my particular Mortification. ' ^ 

I imagined it reafonable to found a.Tria]^"of this 
Nature,, rather on a New Play,, than an OA/ oner 
And, as it ought to be a Play of unqueitionable Merity^ 
it muft have been Preemption, and Vanity, to have 
caft a Thought toward any Thing,. ^wjr oi;t;iii— Upon 
the Whole, that 1 might keep out of the. Reach either 
of Prejudice, or Partiality, aFor«]g/iProduAion feemed 
the propereft Choice ; and the ZAIRE, of Man^xt^t 
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ii Vduire^ offered me every diing that Nature could 
^0^ on the Par^ of the Poet: But> I had ^11 feme* 
thing to fci^i with regard to that otberVsiTt of her In- 
flu(Boce> wJtiich depended on the Player, 

I had (of late) among the reft of the Towo» been 
deprived of ail rational Pleafure from the Theatre, by 
a monftrotts and unmoving jfffeff/ttion : Which, 
choaking up the Avenues to Pqffiouy had made Trcfgedy 

FORBIDDING, and HORRIBLE ! 

I was defpairing to (ee a CorreSion of this Folly ; 
when 1 found myfelfunexpedledly re-animated, by the 
Wcr which the Prompter has prodalmed, and is now 
weekly waging againfl the RauUrt and JVhmars of the 
Theaue; after having undertaken to reduce the ylSt^s 
Iffijlrtf into PRiNCiPX«ESf with Defign, by reconcile 
ing them to the touching and fpirited Medium, to re* 
form thofe wild Cof^ies of Life, into fome Refemhlance 
^t leafl of their Originals. 

Tku.s, e^nfirmd in my Senti^snteats* I ventnredoa 
^ C^ of two Cjcfital Chtra^ers, into Hands, w»t 
^akUdy h^ Cuftom and ohftioate Prejudice, from 
purfuing the Plain TraQ ^/'Natv&e. 

It was'eafy to udnce Osmah^ (as he it a Relation 
of my oWn, and hut too fond of the Amvfemeiit^) to 
mak^ Trial how far his Delight an an Art I (ball ne- 
ver alknv him u> fr^ifii tnk^t enable him to fupply 
one Part of the Proof, that, to innate Nature^ we muft 
proceed upon Natural Prmc'^s. 

At the fame Time, it happened, that Mrs. Ci&b£r 
WU9 fortunately inclinable to exert her inimitable Ta- 
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lentSy in addUhnal Aid of ray Parpofe, widi View to 
contmue the PraSke of a Profeffion, for >vhich her PfK 
fony her /^<wf, the unaffefled SenfihUity of fcer //farf^ 
{aixl her Face^ h finely diQ)ored for qffummg and tar- 
frefftng tihe Passions) have fo nataraliy qualified her. 

And, to give this bold Novelty of Dejign ail its 
neceflaiy Furtherance, Mr. Fleetwood, who pro* 
fefies the moft generous Inclinations for Imfrwement of 
his troublefbme Province, very willingly concurred \^ 
whatever could, on his Part, be of Ufe to the j&x/rni»fii/; 

Bbhold, in this little Detml^ from tobat Motive I 
have taken upon me to throw one of the fincft of 
French Plays upon the Public. — If rtiy Expeftatioftl 
are not firangely deceived^ it will be found, by ,the 
Eveni^ whether our Tafie for true Tragedy is decrmed% 
or the true Art of adi^g it forgotten, 

Frou the Fit^ I can have nothing to conclude, 
but that my Judgment has been weai, and miftakm. 

But, if the /reproves the Cafe, I (hall flatter my- 
felf, that diofe Perfons of Quality, from whofe wi/i- 
^arj iVant cf Difcemmcnt fome People have not 
th/bedto DERIVE their di/// Qualities, will, in Right of 
their infulted Underjtandmg^ exact, for the future, a 
warm and toilfome Exertion, of the Strong and the 
Natural though at the Cost of the La%y zxiAJJeeied* 

This would awaken, at once, the Refledion of ma- 
ny, who have it in their Power to be moving, and 
natural Adlors; and, by efFedlually cowvinclng ^htm, 
that their prefent Opinion is wrongs bring 'em over 
(for their own, and the Public Advantage) to em- 
brace and fucceed by a New one. 
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Such a Step towards reforming the Theatre, would 
draw on, (as a Confequence) many of its nodkr Im- 
provements — For, whcr^ Emotions are keeneft, the Z}<^ 
r^hi becomes greateft ; and to whatever mqfi charms^ we 
moft clofely adhere^ and encourage it mt^advotly. 

If, in tranilating this exceUent Tragedy, I have re- 
garded in fome Places the Souly and in others the Ld* 
ter of the Original, Monjieur de Volteure^ who has made 
liimfelf a very capable Judge both of our Language and 
^^omx, will indulge me that Latitude; except he 
ihould, in obferving fome Alterations I have made, in 
his Names and his DiBion^ forget that their Motrvli arc 
to be found in the Turn of our National Differentia 

After what I have faid of the Piayhoufes, it would 
be Injuftice not to deetafi^ that I exclude from the 
Cenfure of fpeaking or ading unnaturally^ any one of 
the Perfons who have been caft into ZARA-— And 
in particular, I muft fay This of TWO of them; 
that Mr. MiLWARD, who is already a very es^eeSent^ 
and hourly rifing to be an acrompR/bed Ador, has a 
Voice that both comprehends, and expreffes, the ut^ 
mqjl Compafs of Harmony. — And Mr, Gibber 
difcerningly purfued through the numberlefs Extent of 
his Walks y is an Adlor of as unUmited a Compq/s oj 
Genius, as ever I faw on the Stage; and is barely 
received, as he defervesy when the Town is mo/lfa* 
vouraile. 
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T^BE French, however mercurial they may feem^ 
Extingm/b half thdr Jire^ by critic phlegm : 
While Englifh IVriters Nature's Freedom elam^ 
And nvarm their fcenes with an ungoverrCdJlame : ^ 
*TuJlrange thai Nature never Jhould infpire 
A Racine's judgment tvith a Shakfpeare'/^r^ / 

Howler to-night — (topromife much we're loth) 
But y ouve a chance^ to have a tafle of both. 
From Englifli j^Ajy/, ZaraV French author frd^ 
Confefs'd his mufe beyond herfelf infpird; 
Fromrack'dOthAWrrage he rais*dhisflyle^ 
Andfnatch*dthe brand that Ughts this tragic pile : 
2tm^t fuccefs his utmoft hopes outJUw^ 
And a twice twentieth weeping audience drew. 

As for our Englifhyr^n^/, he leaves toyou^ 
Whatever may feem to his performance due ; 
No views of gain his hopes or fears engage^ 
He gives a child of leifure to theflage ; 
Willing to try^ if yet, forfaken Nature^ 
Can charm^ with any one remembered feature. 

Thus far, the author Jj^ais — but now^ the play er^ 
With trembling Uc^Ltiy prefers his humble prayer, 
To-night, thegreatefl venture of my Ufe, 
Is lofi orfav^d, as you receive^-'a wife: 

B3 
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If time i you think ^ mc^ ripen her to merit y 

With gentle fmHesy/u/fport her nuav^ringfpirit. 

ZsU'^t in France, at once an Wreft rais*dy 

Warm'd into fkill, fyhdw^Yv^dlj praisM : 

Oi toMfitcb wonders iire from favour fiiw^ 

How would our ZaraV heart with tranfport ^low J 

Butjhey alas I hyjufler fears opprefs^d^ 

Begs hut your hare endurance, at the hefiy 

Her un/kilPd tongue \fovld Jingle Nature ^/?/7i. 

Nor dares her hounds, forfalfe appiaufes hreak, 

Anadjl a thoufand faults , her be/l 'pretence 

To pleafe ■ is unprefuming innocence. 

When a chajle hearts di/lr eft your grief demands, 

Oneftlent tear out*weighs a thoufand hands, 

Iffhe conveys the pleqfiug pafRons right, 

Guard and (xx^^rt her, this deci/ive night ; 

Iffhe MISTAKES — or, finds her ftrength too fmal)^ 

Let tnterpopng pity hreak her falU 

In you it refls, tofave her, or de/lroy, 

Iffhe draws tears from Ton, I werp-^for Jor. 
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ZARA. 



jicti. scene I. 



Zara and Selima. 



SeRma. 

It moves my wonder, young and beauteous Zara, 
Whence thefe new fentiments infpire your heart ! 
Your peace of mind increafes with your charms ; 
Tears now no longer fliade your eyes foft luftre : 
Yon meditate no more thofe happy climes 
To which Nereftan will return to guide you. 
You talk no more of that gay nation now. 
Where men adore their wives, and woman's power 
Draws reverence from apolifh'd people's foftnefs : 
Their hufbands' equals, and their lovers' queens i 
Free without fcandal ; wife without reftraint $ 
^ Their virtue due to nature, not to fear." 
Why have you ceas'd to wifli this happy change i 
A barr'd feraglio ! — fad, uofocial life ! 
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ScornMy and a flave ! All this has loft its terror ; 
And Syria rivals, now, the banks of Seine ! 

Zar. Joys which we do not know, we do not 
wifh. 
My fate's bound in by Sion's facred wall ; 
Clos'd from my infancy within this palace, 
Cuftom has learnt, froih time, the power to pleafe. 
I claim no fhare in the remoter world, 21 

The fultan*s property, his will my law ; 
Unknowing all but him, his power, his fame ; 
To live his fubjeft is my only hope. 
All elfe, an empty dream. 

SeL Have you forgot 
Abfent Nereflan then ? whofe gen'rous friendfliip 
So nobly vow'd redemption from your chains ! 
How oft have you admit 'd his dauntlefs foul ! 
Ofman, his conqu'ror, by his courage charm'd, 
Truiled his faith, and on his word releas'd him ; 
Tho' not returned in time — ^we yet expedt him. 
Nor had his noble journey other motive. 
Than to procure our ranfom. — And is this^ 
This dear, warm hope, become an idle dream ? 

Zar, Since after two long years he not returns, 
*Tis plain his promile ftretch'd beyond his power. 
A ftranger and a (lave, unknown, like him, 
Propofing much, means little ; — talks and vows, 

Delighted with a profpe^l of efcape : 40 

He promised to redeem ten Chriftians more, 
And free us all from flavery ! — I own 
I once admir'd the unprofitable zeal, 
But now it charms no longer.-— 
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Sd. Whan if yet, 
He» faithful (houid return, and hold his' tow | 
Would you not, then— - 

Zar. No matter— Time is paft, 
And every thing is changed—— 

Sel. But, whence comes this ^ 

Zar, Go — ^'twere too much to uU thee Zara's 
fate: 
The fttltan's fecrets, all, arc facred here : 
But my fond heart delights to mix with thine. 
Some three months paft, when thou, and other flavesy 
Were forc'd to quit fair Jordan's fiow'ry bank ; 
Heav'n, to cut (hort the anguiih of my days, 
RaisM me to comfort by a powerful hand : 
This mighty Ofman ! 

Sel. What of him? 

Zar. This fultan, ^ 60 

This conqueror of the Chriftians, lores— 

Sd. Whom ? 

Zar. Zara ! 

Thou bltt(heil, and I gucfs thy thoughts accufe me ? 
But, know me better— 'twas unjuft fufpicion. 
All emperor as he is, I cannot ftoop 
To honours, that bring fharae and bafenefs with 'em» 
Reafbn and pride, thofe props of modefty, 
Suftain my guarded heart, and ftrengthen virtue ; 
** Rather than (ink to infamy, let chains 
•* Embrace me with a joy, fuch love denies :" 

No 1 ftiall now aflonifli thee ; his greatneft 

Submits to own a pure and honeft flame. 

Among the (hining crowds, which live to pleafe him^ 

His whole regard is fix'd on me alone : 
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He Defers marriage ; and its rites now wait 
To crown me emprefs of this eaftem world. 

SeL Your virtue and your charms deferve it all : 
My heart is not furpris'd, but fbuck to hear it. 
If to be emprefs can complete your happinefs» 80 
I rank myfeJf, with joy, among your flaves. 

Zar. Be ftill my equal andenjoy my bleffings; 

For, thou partaking, they will blefs me more. 

Seh Alas ! but Heaven ! will it permit this mar- 
riage ? 
Will not this grandeur, falfely call'd a blifs. 
Plant bitternefs, and root it in your heart ? 
Have you forgot you arc of Chriflian blood ? 

Zar. Ah me ! What haft thou (aid, why wouldil 
thou thus 
Recall my wav'ring thoughts ? How know I, what. 
Or whence I am ? Heaven kept it hid in darknefs, 
Conceal'd me from myfelf, and from my blood. 

SeL Nereftan,, who was bom a ChriHian, here, 
AfTerts, that you, like him, had Chriftian parents ; 

Beiides that crofs, which, from your infant years 

Has been preferv'd, was found upon your bofom, 
As if dcfign'd by Heaven, a pledge of faith 
Due to the God you purpofe to forfake ! 

Zar. Can my fond heart, on fuch a feeble proof. 
Embrace a faith, abhorr'd by him I love ? 
I fee too plainly cuftom forms us all ? 100 

Our thoughts, our morals, our moft fixM belief, 
Ar^ confequences of our place of birth : 
Born beyond Ganges, I had been a Pagan, 
In France a Chriftian, I am here a Saracen : 
'Tis but ioftru^QD, all ! Onr parents' haod 
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Writes oo our heart the firft faint chara^ers. 
Which timcy re-tracing, deepens into ftrength. 
That nothing can efl&ce, but death or Heaven !— 
Thou wer't not made a prisoner in this place, 
'Till after reafbn, borrowing force from years, 
Had lent its luftre to enlighten faith : — 
For me, who in my cradle was their Have, 
Thy ChrifUan dodtrines were too lately taught me : 
Yet, hr from having loft the rev'ience ducy 
This crofs, as often as it meets my eye. 
Strikes thro* my heart a kind of awful fear ! 
I honour, from my foul, the Chriftian laws, 
Thpfe laws, which, foftening nature by humanity, 
Melt nations into brotherhood ; — no doubt 
Chriftians are happy; and 'tis juft to love them. 1 20 

Sd, Why have you, then, declared yourfclf their 
foe ? 
Why will yott join your hand with this proud Of- 

man's ? 
Who owes his triumph to the Chriftians' ruin I 

2^r, Ah !-«^who could flight the offer of his heart? 
Nay ; — for I mean to tell thee all my weaknefs ; 
Perhaps 1 had, ere now, profefs'd thy faith. 
But Ofman lov'd me — and I've loft it all : — 
I think on none but Ofman— my pleas 'd heart, 
Fill'd with the blefling, to be lav'd by him, 
Wants room for other happinefs. ** Place thou 
" Before thy eyes, his merit and his fame, 
** His youth, yet blooming but in manhood's dawn > 
" How many conquer'd kings have fwell'd his pow'r ! 
" Think, too, how lovely ! how his brow becomes 
•• This wreath of early glories !"— Ob, my friend I 
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I talk not of a fceptre, which he gives me : 

No— to be charm'd with that were thinks too humble I 

Offenfive tribute, and too poor for love ! 

'Twas Ofman woo mj heart, not Ofman's crowii : 

I love not in him aught befides him&lf. 140 

Thou think'ft, perhaps, thatthefe are ftarts ofpaffion: 

But, had the will of Heav'n lefs bent to Uefs him, 

Doom'd Ofman to my chains, and me to fill 

The throne that Ofman fits on — nun and wretchednefs 

Catch and confume my wrfhes, but I would— 

To raife me to myfeif, defcend to him. 

*' Sel. Hark! the wifli'dmufic founds— *Tis he- 
he comes — [jffwV Sefima. 

" Zar. My heart prevented him, and found him 
near : 
** Abfent two whole long days, the flow-pac'd hour 
** At laft is come, and gives him to my wilhes !** 

[^A grarui taarch* 

Enter Osman, reading apafer^ winch be re-deUven ta 
O&ASMiN ; with Attettdanii, 

Ofm. Wait my return— or, ihould there be a Caufq 
That may require my prefence, do not fear 
To enter ; ever mindful, that my own 

/ [^Extt Oras. £^r. 
Follows my people^s happinefs. — At length. 
Cares have released my heart — to love and Zara. 

Zar, 'Twas not in cruel abfence, to deprive me 
Of your imperial image — every where 
You reign triumphant : memoiy fuj^lies 
iieilexion with yo\xr ]po>wtT \ 'isAys^^ l\kc Heaved, 
Arc always prefent-— and ate ?Swai% ^^\wi%. \^ 
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Ofm. Tho Saltanst my great aiiceft(»9» bequeathed 
Their emiwe to me, but their tafle tliey gai^enot; 
Their laws, dieir lives, their loves, delight not me i 
I know our prophet fiuiles on am'rous wiihes. 
And opens a wide field to vaft defire ; 
I knowy that at my will I might pofTefs ; 
That, wafting tendernefs in wild profufion, 
1 might look down to my furrounded feet, • 
And blefs contending beauties. I might (peak, 
Serenely dothfui, from within my palace. 
And bid my pleaTure be my people's law* 
But, fweet as foftnefs is, its end is cruel ; 
I can look round, and count a hundred kings, 
Unconquer'd by themfelves, and (laves to others : 
Hence was Jerufalem to Chriihans lofl i 
^ But Heaven, to Idaft that unbelieving race, 
•* Taught jne to be a king, by thinking like one*'* 
Hence from the diftant Euxine to the Nile, 
The trumpet's voice has wak'd tlie world co war ; 
Yet, amidfl: arras and death, thy power hat reach'4 
me; iSo 

For thou difdain'il, like me, a languid love ; 
Glory and Zara join — and charm together. 

Zar, I hear at once, with blulhes and with joy, 
This pafEon, fo unlike your country's cuftoms. 

OJm, PafHon, like mine, difdains my country's cuT- 
toms ; 
The jealoufy, the faintnefs, the difbuft. 
The proud, fuperior coldne6 of the eaft* 
I know to love you, Zara, widi efleem ; 
To truft your virtue, and to court youi fewi* 
NMy con£dwg, I unveil my heart, 
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And dare inform you, that, 'tis all y^Mir own : 
My joys muft all be yours ; only my cares 
Shall lie conceal'd within — and reach not Zanu 

Zar. Oblig'd by this excefs of tendemefs. 
How low, how wretched was the lot of Zara ! 
Too poor with aught, butthanks> to pay fuch bleiEngs! 
OJm. Not fo — I love — and would be lov'd.a^ain; 
Let me confefs it, I poHefs a foul, 
That what it wifhes, wifhes ardently. 
I (hould believe you hated, had you power 20O 

To love with moderation : 'tis my aim, 
In every thing, to reach fupreme perfedion* 
If, with an equal flame, I touch your hearty 
Marriage attends your fmile — But know, 'twill make 
Me wretched, if it makes not Zara happy* 

Zar. Ah, fir ! if fudi a heart as gen'rous OfmaoV 
Can, from my will, fubmit to take its blifs» ; 
What mortal ever was decreed fo happy !• 
Pardon the pride, with which I own ray joy ;: 
Thus wholly to poflefs the man 1 love ! 
To know, and to confefs his will my fate L 
To be the happy work of his dear hands ! 
To be— 

Enter Orasmin. 

Ofm. Ah-eady interrupted 1 What? 
Who?— Whence? 

Oras. This moment ? fir, there is arriv'd 
That Chriftian Have, who> liceos'd on his faith^ 
Went hence to France — and, now returned, prays 
audience. 

Zar. \AJidcJ\ Oh, Heaven!. ai.9: 
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OJm. Admit him — ^What ? — Why comes he not ? 
Orat. He waits without. No Chriftian dares ap- 
proach 
This place, long facred to the Sultan's privacies, 
OJhi. Go— 4>ring him with thee— -monarchs* like the 
fun. 
Shine but in yain, unwaring, if unieen ; 
With forms and reverence, let the great approach us ; 
Not the iunhappy;—eycry place alike. 
Gives the diftrefs'd a prhrilege to enter 

lEsik Oras. 
I think with horror on thefe dreadful maxims. 
Which harden kings infenfibly to tyrants. 

Re-enter Orasmin 'sukh Nerestat*. 

Ner, Imperial Sultan! honoured, ev'n by foes ! 
See me retum'd, regardful of my vow, 
And pundlual to difcharge a Chriftian's duty. 
I bring the ranfom of the captive Zara, 
Fair Selima, the partner of her fortune. 
And of ten Chriftian captives, pris'ners here. 
You promised, Sultan, if I (hould return. 
To grant their rated liberty : — Behold, 
I am retumM, and they are yours no more. 
I would have ftretch'd my purpofe to myfelf. 
But fortune has deny'd it .; my poor all 240 

Sufiic'd no further, and a noble poverty 
Is now my whole poffeffion.— -I redeem 
The promised Chriftians ; for I taught 'jsmhope ; 
But, for myfelf, I come again your flave. 
To wait the fuller hand of future charity. 
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QfSn. Oiriftiaii ! I muft confefi thy courage channs 
me? 
But let thy pride be taught* it Ueads toa high. 
When it prefumes to eltmb above my mercy. 
Goranfomieft thyftlf, and carry back 
Their unaccepted ranfoms, join'd with gifts» 
Fit to reward thy purpoTe ;. inftead often. 
Demand a hundred Chriftisns ; they are* thine : 
Take 'em, and bid 'em teach dieir haughty countryi 
They left ibme rirtue among Saracens.-*-* 
Be Lttfignan alone excepted — He 
Who boafts the* blood of kings^ and dares lay chim 
To my Jerufalem'^that claim, his guilt i 
« Such is the law of ftates ; had I been vanquifli'di 
«* Thus had' he faid of me»'*^ I mourn his lot, 
Who. muft in fetters, loft to day-light, pine, tSo 
And figh away old age in grief and pain. 
For Zara — but to name her as a captive. 
Were to dishonour language ;— (he's a prize 
Above thy purchafe :•— all the Chriftian realms. 
With all their kings to guide 'em, would unite 
In vain, to force her from me— Go, retire— 

Ner. For Zara's ranfom, with her own confent) 
I had your royal word. For Lufignan— 
Unhappy, poor, old man— 

Ofin. Was I not heard? 
Have I not told thee, Chriftian, all my will ? 
What if 1 prais'd thee !— This prcfumptuous rirtue, 
Compelling my efteem, provokes my pride ; 
Be gone— and when to-moiTow's fun (hall rife 
On my dominionSy be not found— too near me. 

t^xi/Ncrefbn. 
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Zar. Z^ifiJeJ} Affift him, Heaven i 
Ofm* Zaia, retire a moment- 
Aflame, throughout my palace, fovereign empire^ 
While I give orders to prepare the pomp 
That waits to crown thee miftrefs of my throne 280 

^Leadt her outf and rOums. 
Orafmin ! didft thou mark th' imperious flave i 
What could he mean ?-'^4ie (igh'd — andt as he went, 
Tura'd and look'd back at Zara !-»-didft thou naark it ? 
Oriu^ Alas! my fovereign mafterl kt not jealoufy 
fltrike high enough to reach your noble heatt. 

0/m: Jealoufy, faid'ft thou > I difdain it :— No 1 
Diftni^ is poor ; and a mifplac'd fufpkioQ 
Invites and Juftifies the falfehood feac'd.*— 
Yet, as I love with warmth— fo, I could hat« I 
But Zara is above di%ufe and art ; 
•* My love is ftronger, nobler, than my power." 
Jealous !— ^1 was not jealous ! — ^If 1 vras, 
I am not^^nO'-^my heart-^-but, let us drown 
Remembrance of the word, and of the image c 
My heart is fill'd with a diviner flame*— - 
Go, and prepare for the aj^roaching nuptials* 
** Zara to careful empire joins delight*" 
I muft allot one hour tp thoughts of ftate, 
Then, all the fmiling day is love and Zara'fl* 

Exit Orafmin* 
Monarchs, by forms of pompous mifery prefsM, 300 
In proud, unfocial mifery, unblefs'd, 
Wou'd, but for love's foft influence, curie their 

throne. 
And, among crowded millions, live alone* £xif», 



\ 
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jtCTII. SCENE L 



Neritan* Chahillon. 



ChatUkm* 

Matchless Nereftan! generous and great! 
You, who have broke the chains of hopelefs flaves ! 
*« You, Chriftian fayiour ! by a Saviour fent !" 
Appear, be known, enjoy your due delight ; 
The grateful weepers wait to clafp your knees, 
They throng to kifs the happy hand that Wd 'em : 
Indulge the kind impatience of their eyes. 
And, at their head, command their hearts for ever. 
Ner. lUuftriotts Chatillon I this praife o'erwHelms 
me; 
What have I done beyond a Chriftian's duty ; 
Beyond what you would, in my j^ce, have done i 

Choi. True — it is every honeft Chriftian's duty $ 
Nay, 'tis the bleffing of (uch minds as ours. 
For others' good to facrifice our own. — 
Yet, happy they, to whom Heav'n grants the power. 
To execute, like you, that dump's calH 
For us<*-the relicks of abandoned war. 
Forgot in France, and, in Jenifalem, 
Left to grow old in fetters,-^Ofraan's father 
Confign'd us to the gloom of a damp dungeon, • 20 
Where, but for you, we muft have groan'd out life, 
And native France have blefs'd our eyes no more. 
NfT. The wiD of gracious Heav'n, that foften'd 
Ofman, 
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Infpir'd me for your fakes : — But, with our joy, 
Flows, rnixM, a bitter fadnefs — I had hop'd 
Xo fave from their perverfion, a young beauty, 
Who, in her infant innocence, with me, 
Was made a flave by cruel Noradin ; 
When, Iprinkling Syria with the blood of Chriftians, 
Caefarea's walls faw Lufignan furpriz'd. 
And the proud crefcent rife in bloody triumph. 
I*rom this feraglio having young eicap'd, 
Fate, three years fince, reilor'd me to my chains $ 
"Then, fent to Paris on my plighted faith, 
1 flatter 'd my fond hope with vain refolves. 
To giude the lovely Zara to that court 
"Where Lewis has eftablifh'd virtue's throne : 
Bttt Ofman will detain her — yet, not Ofman ; 
2^ra herfelf forgets fhe is a Chriftian, 
And loves the tyrant Sultan i— Let that pafs : 40 
I mourn a difappointment fbill more cruel ; 
The prop of all our Chriftian hope is loft 1 

Chat. Difpofe me at your will — I am your own. 
Ner, Oh, Sir, great Ludgnan, fo long their cap- 
tive, 
That laft of an heroic race of kings f 
That warrior, whole ^^$A fame has fiU'd the world ! 
Ofman refufes to my fighs for ever ! 

Chat, Nay, then we have been all redeemed in 
vain ; 
Perifh that foldier who would quit his chains. 
And leave his noble chief behind in fetters. 
Alas ! you know him not as I have known him ; 
Thank Heav'n, that plac'd your birth fo far removed 
C 
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From thofedetefteddatys of blood and woe : 
But I, lefs bAppy, Was condemned to fee 
Thy walls, Jerufalem, beat down — -zttd all 
Our pious fathers' labours loft in ruins ! 
Heav'n ! had you feen the very temple rifled f 
The facred fepulchre itfelf profanM ! 
Fathers with children mingled, flame together ! 
And our laft king, o{^refs'd with age and arms, 60 
MiirderM, arid bleeding o*er his ^urder'd fons I 
Then Lufignan, fole renanant of his race. 
Rallying our fat^d few amidft the flames, 
Fearlefs, beneath the crufli of fallifag towers. 
The conquVors and the'Conquer'd, ^oans and death I 
Dreadful — arid, "waving in his hand his fword. 
Red with the "blood of infidels, cry 'd out. 
This way, ye faithful Chriflrians I follow me. — ^ 
Ner, How full of glory was that biave retreat 1 
Chaf, 'Twas Heav'n, no doubt, that fav'd and led 
him on ; 
Pointed his path, and march'd our guardtan guide : 
We reached Caefarea — there the general voice 
Chofe Lufignan, thenceforth to give us laws ; 
Alas ! 'twas v^in— Caefarea could not ftand 
When Sion's felf was fallen ! — we were betrayM ; 
And Lufignan cdndemn'd, to length of life, 
In chains, in damps, and darknefs, and defpair : 
** Yet great, amidft his miferies, he look'd, 
** As if he could not feel his fate himfelf, 
** But as it reach'd his followers. And fliall we, 80 
** For whom our gen'rous leader fuffer'd this, 
« Be vilely fafe, and dare be blefs'd without him i" 
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Nrr. Gh! Ifliouldikatethe fifaertyheAar'dfiOt. 
I knew too well the xniferies you doEaabz, 
For I was born amidft them. Chttasaaddeath, 
Cacfarea loft, and Saracens trlu mphant. 
Were thexfiitt eb^eds mrhich my eyes e'er look'd on. 
Hurried, an infant, among other infants, 
Snatched from the -bofiExms of their Ucedrng motkersi 
A temple fav'd us, till the flaughter ceas'd ; 
Then were we fent ta this ill fitted city, 
Here, in the palace of our former kings, 
To learn, from Saracens, their hated faith, 

And be completely wretched. -Zara, too, 

Shar'd this captivity ; we both grew up 
So near each other, that a tender friendfliip 
Endear'd her to my wifhes : My fond heart — 
Pardon its weaknefs, bleeds to fee her loft. 
And, for a barb'roiis tyrant, quit her God ! 

ChaL Such is the Saracens', too fatal, policy ! loo 
Watchful feduccrs, ftill, of infant weaknefs : 
" Happy that you fo young efcap'd their hands !" 

But let us think ^May not this Zara's int'reft. 

Loving the Sultan, and by him belov'd. 
For Lufignan procure fome fofter fentence ? 
** The wife and jiift, with innocence, may draw 
** Their own advantage from the guilt of others." 

Ner. How fhall I gain admilHon to her prefence i 
Ofnian has banifh'd me — but that's a trifle ; 
Will the feraglio's portals open to me ? 
Or, could I find that eafy to my hopes, 
Whatprofpedl of fuccefs from an apoftate ? 
On whom I cannot look without diCdm \ 

C2 
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** And who will read her fhame upon my brow.*' 

The hardeil trial of a generous mind 

Isy to court favours from a hand it fcorns* 

Chat, Think it is Lufignan we feek to fenrc. 

Ner. Well — ^it (hall be attempted — Hark ! who's 
this ? 
Are ray eyes falfe ; or, is it really (he I 

Enter Zara. 

Zar. Start not, my worthy friend ! I come to 
feek you ; 120 

The Sultan has permitted it ; fear nothing : 

But to confirm my heart which trembles near youy 
Soften that angry air, nor look reproach ; 
Why fhould we fear each other, both miftaking ? 
Affociates from our birth, one prifon held us» 
One friendihip taught afflidlion to be calm, 
'Till Heav'n thought fit to favour your efcape. 
And call you to the fields of happier France ; 
Thence, once again, it was my lot to find you 
A pris'ner here ; where, bid amongft a crowd 
Of undiftinguifli'd flaves, with lefs reftraint, 
1 fhar'd your frequent converfe ; 
It pleas'd your pity, fliall I fay your firiendihip ? 
Or rather, 'fhall I call it generous charity ? 
To form that noble purpofe, to redeem 
Diftrefsful Zara — ^you procured my ranfom. 
And with a greatnefs that out-foar'd a crown, 
K.eturn'd yourfelf a flave, to give me freedom ; 
But Heav'n has caft our fate for difiPerent climes r 
Here, in Jerufalem, \ ix. fci cs«.x \ \kfi 
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Yet, among all the fhine that marks my fortune, 
I fhall with frequent tears remember yours $ , 
Your goodnefs will for ever iboth my heart, 
And keep your image ftiil a dweller there : 
Warm'd by your great example to proteft 
That faith, that lifts humanity fo high, 
I'D be a mother to diftrefsful Chriftians. 

Ner. How! — ^You proteft the ChriftiansI you, 
who can 
Abjure their faving truth, and coldly fee 
Great Lufignan,. their chief, die flow in chains ! 

Zar. To bring him freedom you behold me here ; 
You will this moment meet his eyes in joy. 

Chat, Shall I then live to blefs that happy hour ? 

Ner. Can Chriftians owe fo dear a gift to Zara ? 

Zar. Hopelefs I gathered courage to intreat 
Tl^e Sultan for his liberty — amaz'd, 
So foon to gain the happinefs I wiih'd X 
See where they bring die good old chief grown dini 
With age, by pain and forrows haJden'd on ! 
' Chat. How is my heart diflblv'd with fudden joy ! 

** Zan I long to view his venerable face, 
" But tears, I know not why, eclipfe my fight. 
" I feel, methinks, redoubled pity for him ; 
" But, I, alas ! myfelf have oeen a flave ; 
^ " And when we pity woes which we have felt, 
** 'Tis but a partiU virtue ! 

" Net. Amazement! — Whence this greatnefs in an 
infidel!" 
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Enter Lvsignan kdin by two Guards^ 

Lus. Where am I ? From the dungeon's depth 
what' voice 
Has callM me to rcvifit long-lof): day?' 
Am I with Chriftians ? — I am weak— fbrgivi me, 
And guide my trembling fteps^ I'm ful! of years y 
My miferies have worn me more than age. 
Am I in truth at liberty ? {^Seatmg h$m/elf» 

Chat, You are ; 
And every Chriftian's grief takes end with your^. 

Lus. O, light! O, dearer far than light, that 
voice ! 
Chatillon, is it you ? my fellow martyr ! 
And fhall our wretchednefs, indeed, have end? 
In what place are we now : — ^ray feeble eyes, 
Difus'd to daylight, long in vain to find you. ifof 

Chat, This was the palace of your royal fathers : 
'Tis now the fon of Noiadin's ieraglio. 

Zar. The maftcr of this place — the mtghty^Ofinai), 
Diftingui(hes> and loves to cherifh virtue. 
This gen'rous Frenchman, yetaftrangertO'TOw^ 
Drawn from his native foil, from peace and rdR^, 
Brought the vow'd ranforas of ten ChriflSao flairtsv 
Himfelf contented to remain a captive: 
But Ofman, charmed by greatnefe likehiyowB, 
Ta equal what he loved, has giv^n hira^ you. 

Lus, So gen'rous France infpires her ibdal fons ! 
They have been ever dear and ufeful to me — 
Would I were nearer to Vv\m ^o>a\t. ^\t. 



Act II. ZARA, 3^ 

How have I merited, dm you for me^ 
Should pafs fuchdi&aAt feas, to bif^ir^ me blejOGings^ 
And hazard your own fafety fcg: n?y £>ke i • 

Ner. My name, Sr, is Njereftanj t^>x^ i^ Slyria^ . 
I wore the cbaii^ of flaye,ry from rpy birth ; 
Till quitting the proud crefcent for the court 200 
Where v^arliJke Lewi$ rei^os, benieat]^ his eye 
I learnt the trade of arms : — (he; rai^ I t^ld 
Was but the kind diftin^fOi^/^Yluch he ga,ve me^ 
To tempt my >courage to defer ve regard* 
Your -light, unhappy priwe;, woul4. charm/ hi^ ey^^; 
That beft and greateft monarch will b!^hol4 ' 

With grief and joy thofe Ten(9i:a|)I^ v(pui)ds| 
^fid print embraces where your fetfexs^l^aui^d pu« 
All Paris will revere the crofe'i nj^^'fyr ; 
" Paris, the refuge ftill of ri^in'd^iqgs^ !" 

Lui. Alas! i^tiipcs long pafl;, F^.(eq|til4.gl<Mry; 
When Philip the vidprious liy'^j ^ fqiigj^ 
A-breaft with Montmoreqcy a^4 M<4m^s. 
D'Eftaing, De Neile, and the &i:-f^mpij^ (?9W^ V^ 
Names which were then thepraif^ and dre^dj9^ ^1 
But what have I; to doat Pa,Kisi xxfx\^ \ 
I ft^j»4:^P99 the bfii|k pf tj^ cp|d grave %, 
That way myjcmrney lies—rto^nfi* \ h^^ 
The King pf Kings, a^ a4c the recog^^M;q. 
For alj ijiy woes, Ipng-fqffeji'd for his^ f^e n... 
Yqu giB^'cQusf lyiineiles of ipy lafl; honr, 220 

Whfl» J ^ live, afiift oiy hun^We FW^» 
And join the lefigoatipp of my fpuK 
l^r^ftaAi— Ch^taionl— apd.yQU,. f^itwcwwrl 
Whi>& tesn% do honour t^Q aA c\4 is^i^% %>!\^%^> ^ 
Pi>7«6dier, 4/ie unb^ppU^ tw^ 



40 ZARA. Act \l 

That ever felt the hand of angry heaven ! 
My eyes, though dying, ftill can furnifh tears f 
Half my long life they flow'd, and f^ill will flow ! 
A daughter and three fbns, my heart's proud hopes. 
Were all torn from me in their tend'reft years — 
My friend Chatillon knows, and can remeftiber — 

Ctatm Would I were able to forget your woe. 

Lui. Thou wert a prisoner with me in Caefarea, 
And there beheld'ft my wife and two dear fons 
Perifh in flames. 

dot A captive and in fetters, 
I coold not help 'em* 

Lus. 1 know thou couldft not — 
Oh, *twas a dreadful fcene ! thefe eyes beheld it.— 
Hufband and father, helplefs I beheld it.— ^ 
Deny*d the mournful privilege to die 1 
Oh, my poor children ! whom I now deplore ; 
If ye are £dnts in Heav'n, as fure ye are, 
Look with an eye of pity on that brother. 
That fifter whom you left ! — If I have yet. 
Or fbn or daughter — ^for in early chains, 
Far from their loA and anaflifting father, 
I heard that they were fent, with numbers more, 
To this feraglio ; ^hence to be difpers'd 
In namelefs remnants o'er the eafl, and fpread 
Our Chriftian miferies round a faithlefs world. 

Chat. 'Twas true, — For in the horrors of that day, 
1 fnatch'd your infant daughter from her cradle ; • 
** But finding ev'ry hope of flight was vain^ 
" Scarce had 1 fprinkled, from a public foantaiov 
^' TAojfe iacred drops NfhkVi vi^ftv x)cvt WV £tawi€jo.^** 
When from my bleediu^ ^xm^> ^w^^ ^^t*&^\a . 
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Forc'd the loft innocent, who fmiling lay, 
And pointed, playful, at the fwarthy fpoilers ! 
With her, your youngeft, then your only fon, 260 
Whofe little life had reach'd the fourth fad year. 
And juft giv'n fenfe to feel his own misfortunes. 
Was order'd to this city. 

Ner, I, too, hither, 
Juft at that fatal age, from loft Ciefarea, 
Came in that crowd of undifUnguifh'd Chriftian^.*— 

Lw* You !— K:ame you thence ? — ^Alas ! who knows 
but you 
Might heretofore have feen my two poor children. 
[Looking 1^.3 Hah, Madam ! that fmall ornament 

you wear, 
Its form a ftranger to this country's fafliion,. 
How long has it been yours ? 

Zar, From my firft birth, Sir — 
Ah, what! you feem furpriz'd! — why fhould this 
move you ? 

Zfi/. Would you confide it to my trembling hands ? 

Zar, To what new wonders am I now r^ferv'd ? 
Oht Sir ! what mean you ! 

Lus. Providence and Heaven* ! 
Oh, failing eyes, deceive ye not my hope ? 
Can this be poifible ? — ^Yes, yes — 'tis fhc ! 
This little crofs — 1 kno\v it, by fure marks ! 280 
Oh ! take me, Heav'n ! while 1 can die with joy — 

Zar, Oh, do not. Sir, diftradt me ! — ^rifing thoughts, 
And hopes, and fears, o'erwhelm me ! 

Lus. Tell me, yet. 
Has it remained for ever in your hands ? 
Wbat^ — both brought captives froTtvCxt^t^YiLV^^^'^ 
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Zar^ Bothy bo€h— 
" Oh, hcaTcn ! hare I then found a fiithcr P' 

Lus. Their roice ! thejr look»-! 
The HWng images oi their dear mother ! 

God! ^o fee'ft my tears, and know'ft my 

thoughts 
Do not forfake me at this dawn of hope 
Strengthen my heart, too feeble iox this joy* 
Madam! Nercftan!— Helpme,ChatilJon! t-^5%- 
Nercftan, haft thou on thy breaft a fear, 
Which ere Caefarea fell, from a fierce hand. 
Surprizing us by night, my child received ? 

Ner. Blefs'd hand !— 1 bear it, — Sir, the mark is 
there! 

Lus, Merciful heaven ! 

Ner, [^KneeUng.'] Oh, Sir ! — Oh, Zara, knecL— - 

Zar. [^KneeUng] My father I — Oh! 301 

Ltu, Oh, my loft children I 

Both. Oh! 

Lus. My fon ! my daughter ! loft in embracing 
you, 

1 would now die, left this (hould prove a dream. 

Chat. How touch'd is my glad heart, to fee their 

joy J 

Lus* They (hall not tear you from my arms — my 
children ! 
Again, I find you— <iear in wretchednefs : 
Oh, my brave fon — and thou my namelefs daughter ! 
Now diffipate all doubt, remove all dread. 
Has Heaven, that gives me back my children — giv'n 

'era, 
j^ch a« I loft 'em ?-<-Cotttt x!^^ CVKnS&«GL<% i<;^ toA ^ 
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On^ weeps and one declines a confciqus eye \ , ■'» ■ 
Your filence ipeaks---^oo >vell I underfiaii\4 \k» 

Zar. \ c^nno^, Sir, dec^iye you — Qfinan*? \^}. 
Were mine — lapd Qfmafi is pot Chriftian.-7— r » 

L%ts. Her words are thunder huriling 9^ {ny> 
head 5 
Wer't 1^ for th^e, n^y fo^, I now ih^^ild ^ ; 
Full fixty years I fought the Chrifti^i;i's caufc. 
Saw their doom'd temple faJlt their pow'r d^ftrjoyM : 
Twenty, a captive, in a dungeon's dep^^ 3^1 

Yet never for myfcif my tears fought Pea^^^i^ y 
All for my children rQfe my fruitlef? prayers : 
Yet, what avj^ils a father's wretched joy \ 
I have a daughter gain'd, and Heav*p a^i enemy. 
Oh, my mifguided daughter — lofe not thy faith, 
Reclaim thy birthright — ^think upon the blood 
Qf twenty Chriftiaq kings, that fills thy veins \ 
'Tis heroes' Wood — the bipod of faiqts and ^laftjr^ I 
What would thy mot ler f;:tl, to fee thee thus I 
She, 9Dd ^y rai^der'd brothers! — think, tl^ey <?all 

thee ? 
Think that thou feeft 'em ftretch their blqody arnis. 
And weep tp win thee from thteir nmr4Vcr'^ bcfofq. 
Ev'ji in the place where thou betray'ft thy God, 
He dy'd, my child, to (ave thea.— " T^im thy eyes, 
" And fee ; for thou art near his facred Sepulchre ; 
" Thou canft not move a ftep, bu^ wh?r^ he trod }*' 
Thou trcipWeft— rPh I adpit me to thy foul \ 
Kill npt thy aged, thy afflidted father ; 339 

<^ Take not thqs fo^, agaiii, the lif^ thou pf'ft 

Shtjne not thy mother-i-nor reaounct lYrj Gq^. 
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*Tis paft — Repentance dawns in thy fweet eyes ; 
I fee bright truth defcending to thy heart, 
Afid now, my long-loft child is found for eyer. 

" Ner. Oh, doubly bleft ! a fifter, and a foul, 
^« To be redeem'd together ! ?' 

Zar. Oh, my father ! 
Dear author of my life ! inform me, teach mc, 
AA(hat fhould my duty do ? 

Lus. By one fliort word. 
To dry up all my tears, and make life welcome. 
Say thou art a Chriftian 

Zar, Sir — I am a Chriftian. 

Ltu. Receive her, gracious Heaven ! and blefs her 
for it. 

Enter Orasmin. 

Oras. Madam, the Sultan order'd me to tell you, 
"that he expe(5ts you inftant quit this place. 
And bid your laft farewell to thefe vile Chriftians, 
You, captive Frenchmen, follow me ; for you. 

It is my talk to anfwer. 

Choi. Still new miferies ! 360 

How cautious man fhould be, to fay, I'm happy ! 
Lus. Thefe are the times, my friends, to try our 
firmnefs. 

Our Chriftian firmnefs. 

Zar. Alas, fir ! Oh ! 
Lus, Oh, you !— I dare not name you ! 
Farewell — ^but, come what may, be fure remember 
You keep the fatal fecret! for the reft. 
Leave all to Heaven be faithful, and be bleft. 
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ACT III. SCENE L 



OsMAN and Orasmin. 



Ofman* 

OrasmiN} this alarm was falfe and groundlefs ; 

Lewis no long tarns his arms on me ; 

The French, grown weary by a length of woes, 

Wifh not at once to quit their fruitful plains. 

And famifh on Arabia's defart fands. 

Their fhips, 'tis true, have Ipread the Syrian feas : 

And Lewis, hovering o'er the coaft of Cyprus, 

Alarms the fears of Afia — But I've learnt. 

That fleering wide from our unmenac'd ports, 

He points his thunder at tb' Egyptian fhore. 

There let him war, and wafte my enemies ; 

Their mutual conflidl will but fix my throne. 

Releafe thofe Chriflians — I reflore their freedom ; 
'Twill pleafe their mafler, nor can weaken me : 
Tranfport 'em at my cofl, to find their king ; 
I wifh to j^ve him know me : carry thither 
This Luffgnan, whom, tell him, I reflore, 
Becaufe I cannot fear his fame in arms ; 
But love him for his virtue and his blood. 
Tell him, my father, having conquer'd twice, 20 
Condemn'd him to perpetual chains ; but I 
Have fet him free, that I might triumph more. 
Oraf. The Chriftians gain an arm^ m Vi\^ ^^-asftft* 
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OJm, I cannot fear a found.— 

Oraf. But, fir— -(hould Lewis 

Ofm. Tell X^ewis and the world-^U fhall be fo : 
Zara proposM it, and my heart approves : 
Thy ftatefman's reafon is too dull for love ! 
** Why wilt thou force ine tocoaf^fs it all ? 
" Tho' I to Lewis fend back Lufignan, 
** I give him but to Zara-^I have griev'd her ; 
** And ow'd her the atonement of this joy. 
** Thy falfe advices, whicli but now mifled 
** My anger, to confine thofe helplefs Chriftiang, 
** Gave her a pain ; I ftel for her and me :** 
But I talk on, and w^fte the fniiling mome;)ts. 
For one long hour I yet defer my nuptials ; 
*' But, 'tis not loft, that hour ! 'twill be all hers !" 
She would employ jt in ^ conference 
With that Nereftan, whom thou know'ft-r — that 
Chriftian ! 
OraJ, And have you, fir, indulged that ftr^nge de- 

fire ? 
OJm. What mean'ft thou ? They were infant flakes 
together ; 
Friends fhould part kind, who are to meet no more. 
When Zara aflcs, I will refufe her nothing : 
Reflraint was never made for thofe we lo^. 
Down with thofe rigours of the proud feraglio ; 
1 hate its laws — where blind aufterity 
Sinks virtue to neceffity. — My blood 
Difclaims your Afian jealoufy ; — I hold 
The fierce, free plainqefs of my Scythian anceftors, 
Their open confidence, their honeft hate, 
Th^ir love unfearing^, ^4 ^!i\d\ ?ccv^^\ \o\^* 
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Go-^the good Cbriftiaa waiu^-^ondaft bin to 

her ; 
Zara expels thee*->What ihe wills^ obey* 

[^^iV Ofman. 
Oraf. Ho ! ChriftUn I enter — -^wait a loofiieQt 
here. 

£nfer Ni&estan. 

Zara will foon approach— ^I go to iind her. 

Exh Oraf. 
Ngr. In what a ftate, in what a place, I leave 
her? 
Oh, faith ! Oh, father ! Oh, my poor loft fifter ! 
She's here 

EtUer Zara, 

Thank Heaven, it is. not, then, unlawful 60 

To fee you, yet once more, my lovely fifter ! 
Not all fo happy ! ■ We, who met but now, 

Shall never meet again ^— -for Lufignan 

We fhall be orphans ii:ill, and want a father. 

Zar» Forbid it Heaven ! 

Ncr. His laft fad hour's at hand ■ ■ ■■■ 
That flow of joy, which followed our difcovery, 
Too ftrong and fiidden for his age's weaknefs, 
Wafting his fpirits, dry'd the fource of life, 
And nature yields him up to time's demand. 
Shall he not die in peace ? — Oh ! let no doubt 
Difturb his parting moments with diftruft ; 
Let me, when I cetura to clofe his eyes. 
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Compofe his mind's impatience too, and tell him. 
You are confirm'd a ChriHian ! 

Zar. Oh ! may his foul enjoy, in earth and hea- 
ven, 
Eternal reft ! nor let one thought, one figh, 
One bold complaint of mine recall his cares*! 

But you have injured me, who ftill can doubt. 

What ! am I not your fifter I and fhall you 80 

Refufe me credit? You fuppofe me light ; 
You, who fhould judge my honour by your own,. 
Shall you diftruft a truth I dap'd avow, 
And ftamp apoftate on a fifter's heart ! 

Ner. Ah ! do not mifconceive me ! — ^if I err'd,. 
AfTeftion, not diftruft, mifled my fear ; 
Your will may be a Chriftian, yet, not you ; 
There is a facred mark — a fign of faith, 
A pledge of promife, that muft firm your claim ; 
Wafh you from guilt, and open Heaven before you. 
Swear, fwear by all the woes we all have borne. 
By all the martyr'd faints, who call you daughter. 
That you confent, this day, to feal our foith, 
By that myfterious rite which watts your call. 

Zar, I fwear by Heaven, and all its holy hoft,. 
Its faints, its martyrs, its attefting angels. 
And the dread prefence of its living author^ 
To have no faith but yours ; — to die a Chriftian ! 
Now, tell me what this myftic faith requires, 

Ner. To hate the happinefs of Ofman's throne. 
And love that God, who, thro' his maze of woesy 
Has brought us all, unhoping, thus together. 

For me 1 am a foldier, uninftrudled. 

Nor daring to inftrudl, the* ftrong in faith : 
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Bat I will bring th* ambaflkdor of Heaven, 

To clear your views, and lift you to your God ! 

Be it your tafk to gain admiffion for him. — 

Bat where ? from whom ? — Oh ! thou immortal 

Power ! 
Whence can we hope it, in this curs'd feraglio ? 
Who is this flave of Ofman ? Yes, this (lave ! 
Does (he not boaft the blood of twenty kings ? 
Ls not her race the fame with that of Lewis ? 
Is fhe not Lufignan's unhappy daughter ? 
A Chriftian, and my (ifler ? — ^yet a flave ! 
A. willing flave ! — 1 dare not fpeak more plainly. 

Zan Cruel ! go on — ^Alas ! you do not know 
me !' 
At once, a ftranger to my fecret fate. 
My pains, my fears, my wiflies, and my power : 
I am — I will be Chriftian — ^will receive 
This holy prieil, with his mjrflierious blefHng ; 
I will not do nor fuffer aught unworthy 
Myfelf, my father, or my father's race. 

Bat, tell me nor be tender on this point,— 

What punifhmentyour Chriilian laws decree. 
For an unhappy wretch, who, to herfelf 
Unknown, and all abandoned by the world, 
Loil and enflav'd, has, in her fov'reign mafter. 
Found a prote<flor, generous as great. 
Has touch'd his heart, and giv'n him all her own ^ 

Ner, The punifliment of fuch a flave fliould be 
Death in this world — and pain in that to come* 

Zar^ I am that flave — ^flrike here — ^and favc my 

fliame. ^0^ 

NiTk Deftru6tion to my hopes i-*-C«a \t Va ^Qi^ V^f 
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Zar. It is— A^Qr'd by. Ofnaaiij I* adorfthitpa : 
This hour the OMptial rkes will ipafce us. Q9«. 

Ner. What ! nPWTpy Ofmaa ! — Let the world grow 
darky 
That the extinguifh'd fun may hide thy fhatine ! 
Could i]L be thus, it v^e^e dq. crim^ tp kjJl'th^e* 

Zan Strijce, ftrik^— I loy^hiiii?r-y^^ by HeAv.'% I 
love h^ 

Ner. Death is thy due— but not ihy dqe from roe : 
Yet, were the bo^ur of our bqufc pq bar ■ » ■ ■ > 
My father's fame, and thetpo geaj^fr I^ws 
Of that religion wiikh tho^ haft diigry>' 4 '■ !• ■■ 



Did not the God tho\x qoitt'ft hi>14 back i9y.i 
Not there — I could not there— but, by nay (quI, 
I would rufh, deip'rate, tp tbe ^i^ltap's bfea^ 
And plunge my fwor4 ii^. his poud b^an w^q im^ 

thee. 
Oh ! (haipe ! ib^nae ! (baipe ! ait (ucb a tim^aa tlyb \ 
When Lewis 1 that awak'ner of the world* 
Beneath the lifted crofs. mak^Sc £gypt- pale, 
And .draws the fwQr4 of He^vQO- (a i]^ead 901 

fai^ ! 
Now to fubmifi tp.f^ njy fiftej? doQm'4 
A bofom fla,Y^t(^hin»wboretyr%at b:anl 
But raeafee^ glpfy^by the CWftiaDi's WitKI* 
Yes—I will dare ^^^i^ijl our fethp* witfe V^ v 
Depa^tei^glHU%Wfl.i»a5i line fa \m^ 
As y^ tQ b^;: t^by (b^ni^^ and die to ^ftape i^ 

Z/7jr. 5^ta^*-^^ \(^ %i)gry brx)yi«f',r-foy-^p«d«jtt, 
^.?r^ h^s r^^t^, gr^eat as tbioi: : 
*Tis cruel— and unkind \— T\\^ ^ox^^^isft WKvt.v^ 
My H5«atoafs,li^iXDrf<»\*«fc^V ^S>iA^NAJfe.\v 
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I fufFer more;— Oh ! would to Hfearei^ Ais Wood 
Of twenty boafted kings would flop at once. 
And flagnate in my hearPt ! — It then no more 
Wotdd rttfh in boiling fevers thro' my veins, 
And ev^ry trembling drop be filFd with Ofinin. 
How has heloy'd me ! how has^ he obligM me ! 
I owe thee to him ! What- has he not done, 
To juftify hi* boundlefs^pow*r of charming f 
For me, he fbfteus the ferere decrees^ 
Of his own fttith ; — and is it juft^ that mine 
Should bid me hate him, but becatife he loves me ? 

No— I will be a Chriftian but preferve 

My gratitude as (acred as my faith ; 
If I have death to fear for Ofman's iake. 
It muft be from his coldnefs^ not his love. 

Ner. I muft at once condemn and pity thee ; 
** I cannot point thee out which way to go, 
«* But- Providence will lend its. light to. gukfc \h^. 
•* That facred rite, which thou fhalt bow. receive, 
** Will fttexigthen andfupport tiiy feeble hearty 
" To live an. innocent, or die a martyr. :" 
Here, then, begin perfornaaDce of thy vow. ; 
Here, in the trembling horrors of thy foult 
Promife thy king> thy father, and. thy God, 
Not to accomplifh thefe deteft^d nuptiaJa, 
Till firi the rev'^rejid pricH has clear'd your eyot. 
Taught you to know* and giv'nyoacJaiiafeQ Heait'iv. 
Promife ro£ this — 

Zar. So, blefs me, Heav'n ! I do.— 
Go — haften the good prieft, I will e>qjt&Visu.\ 
I^Ht &A Ktiixa. — cheer my csq^xixm^&^H 
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Tell him I am, and will be all he wifhes me : 
Tell him, to give him life 'twere joy to die. 

Ner. I go— Farewel — farewel, unhappy fifter t 

lExit Nereftan* 

Zar. I am alone — ^and now be juft, my heart I 
And tell me, wilt thou dare betray thy God ? 
What am I ? What am I about to be ? 
Daughter of Lufignan — or wife to Ofman ? 
Am I a lover moft, or moft a Chriflian ? 
" Wou'd Selima were come t and yet 'tis juft, 
" All friends fhould fly her who forfakcs hcrfclf.'* 
What (hall 1 do ? — What heart has ftrength to bear 
Thcfe double weights of duty? — Help me, Heav'n 1 
To thy hard laws I render up my foul : 
But, Oh ! demand it back— -for now 'tis Ofman's* 

Enter Osmak. 

O/m^ Shine out, appear, be found, my lovely 

Zara! 
Impatient eyes attend — the rites expedl thee ;. 
And my devoted heart no longer brooks 
This diftance from its foft'ner ! — « all the lamps 
** Of nuptial love are lighted, and burn pure, 
" As if they drew their brightnefs from thy blufh^ i 
" The holy mofque is filPd with fragrant fumes, 
" Which emulate the fweetnefs of thy breathing: 
" My proftrate people all confirm my choice, 
" And fend their fouls to heaven in prayers for bleff- 

ings. 
*' Thy envious rivals,. confdoM^ of th^ right, 
*' Approve foperior diwms, 2Ltidyim\.o^\i^^!3K«R.% 
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** The throne that waits thee, feems to flune more 

richly, 
<< As all its gems, with animated luftre, 
" Fear'd to look dim beneath the eyes of Zara !'* 
Come, my flow love ! the ceremonies wait thee ; 
Come, and begin from this dear hour my triumph. 

Zar. Oh, what a wretch am I ! Oh, grief! Oh, 
love ! 

•* 6fm. Come come 

« Zar. Where fhall 1 hide my biuflies ? 

f* Ofm* Biuflies ^here, in my bofbm, hide *em. 

« Zar. My lord !'* 

Ofm. Nay, Zara — ^give me thy hand, and come— 

Zar. Inftruft me, Heaven ! 
"What I fliould fay— Alas ! I cannot fpeak. 

OJm. Away— this modeft, fweet reluftant trifling 
But doubles my defires, and thy own beauties. 

Zar. Ah, me ! 

Ofm. Nay— but tliou fliould'ft not be too cruel. 

Zar. I can no longer bear it — Oh, my lord— 

Ofm. Ha !— « What ?— whence ?— how ?" 

Zar. My lord ! my fov'reign ! 
Heav n knows this marriage would have been a blifs 
Above my humble hopes 1— yet, witnefs love I 
Not from the grandeur of your throne, that blifs. 
But from the pride of calling Ofman mine. 
•• Would you had been no emperor ! and I 
** PoflTefs'd of power and charms deferving you ! 
<* That, flighting Afia's thrones, I might alone 
** Have left a proffer'd world, to follow you 
•* Through dcknsf uninhabited by tatn, 
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** And Uefs'd with ample room Sot peace aod k^ :" 
But, as it is thefe Chriftians 

0/m. Chriftians! What! 
How ftarctwo inages into thy thoughts y 
So diftant— as the Chriftians andmy love ! 

ZoTm That good old Chiiftian, rev'rend Lu%nao» 
mow dying, ends his life and woes tegether. 

0/m. Well ! let him die— What has thy heart to 
feel, 
Thus preiling, and thus tender, from the death 
Of an old wretched Chriftian ?— Thank our pro- 
phet, 
Thou art no Chriftian !— Educated here, 
Thy happy youth was taught our better faith : 
Sweet as thy pity (hines, *tis now mif-^tim'd. 
What ! tho' an aged fufPrer dies unhappy. 
Why fhould his foreign fate diftnrb our joys ? 

7,ar, Sir, if you love me, and would have me think 
That I am truly dear — 

Ofm, Heaven ! if I love ! 

Zar. Permit me — 

Ofm. What ? 

Zar. Todefire 

0/m. Speak out. 

Zar. The nuptial rites 
May be deferred till— 

0/m. What !— Is- that the voice 
OfZara? 

Zar. Oh, I cannot bear his frown ! 

0/m. OfZara! 

Zar. It is dreadfuX to m^ Yvtaxt, 
To give you but a feravvn^ C2l\4^ ^o\ ^t^^« \ 
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Pardon Aiy gT4ef— Alas ! I cannot bear it ; 
There isia |>airifultertPor in your eye 
That {jterCes tfo my fonl— hid from yotir fight 

I go to make a iVKHnent's trace M^th teats, 
And gathfei'ftrcdtofpcsdcof tny dii^r. 

C^JA/ difofdered. 
Oftn. I ftand ihAiioyeabley like fenfelefs marble ; 

Horror hj£d frozen my fufpended tongue ; 

And an aftonifli'd filence robb'd my will 

Of power to tell her that fhe ftiock'd my foul ! 

Spoke (he to me ? — Sore I mifimderftood her ! 

Cou'd it be me (he left ?— What have I feen ! 

Enter Orasmin. 

Orafmin, what a change is here 1 — She's gone. 
And I permitted it, 1 know not how. 

Oraf» Perhaps you but accufe the charming fault 
Of innocence, too modeft oft in love. 

OJm. But why, and whence thofe tears ? — ^thofc 
looks ! that flight ! 
That grief, fo ftrongly ilampM on every feature ? 
If it has been that Frenchman ! — ^What a thought ! 
How low, how horrid a fufpicion that I 
^ The dreadful flafh at once gives light and kills me ! 
** My too bold confidence repell'd my caution— 
" An infidel 1 a flave !— a heart like mine 
** ReducM to fufFer firom fo vile a rival !" 
But tell me, did'ft thou mark 'em at their parting ? 
Did'ft thou obferve the language of their eyes ? 
Hide nothing from me-***— Is my loNtbexxvj*A\ 
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Tell me my whole difgrace : nay, if thou trembicft, 
I hear thy pity (peak, though thou art (ilent. 

Oraf. I tremble at the pangs I fee you fufFer. 
Let not your angry apprehenfion urge 
Your faithful (lave to irritate your anguifh ; 
I didy 'tis true, obferve fome parting tears \ 
But they were tears of charity and grief: 
I cannot think there was a caufe deferring 
This agony of paffion— — 

0[m. Why no 1 thank thee 

Orafmiuy thou art wife 1 It couM not be 
That I fhould ftand expos'd to fuch an infult. 
Thou know*ft, had Zara meant me the offence, 
She wants not wifdom to have hid it better : 
How rightly didfl thou judge 1— Zara fhall know it, 

And thank thy honefl fervice ^After all. 

Might (he not have fome caufe for tears, which I 
Claim no concern in — ^but the grief it gives her \ 
What an unlikely fear — from a poor flave. 
Who goes to-morrow, and, no doubt, who wiflies, 
Nay, who refolves to fee thofe climes no more. 

Oraf. Why did you. Sir, againil our country's 
cuftom. 
Indulge him with a fecond leave to come ? 
He faid, he fhould return once more to fee her. 

OJm. Return ! the traitor ! he return 1 — Dares he 
Prefume to prefs a fecond interview ? 
Would he be feen again ? — He (hall be feen ; 
But dead.— I'll punifh the audacious Have, 
To teach the faithlefs fair to feel my anger. 
Be ilill, my trajtifpotls \ ^loletkce U blind i 
I know mj heart at once V^ &^te^.ti^'«^s^\ 
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** I feel that I defcend below myfelf ; 
" Zara can never juftly be fufpeded ; 
" Her fweetnefs was not formed to cover treafon : 
** Yet, Ofman muft not ftoop to woman's follies ; 
" Their tears, complaints, regrets, and reconcile- 
ments, 
** With all theic light, capricious roll of changes, 
** Are arts too vulgar to be tried on me. 
** It would become me better to refume 
" The empire of my will." Rather than fall 
Beneath myfelf, I muft, how dear foe'er 
It cofts me, rife — till I look down on Zara.!— — 

Away but mark me thefe feraglio doors, 

Againft all Chriftians be they henceforth ihut, 
Clofe as the dark retreats of (ilent death. 

, lExit Orafinin. 

What have I done, juft Heav'n ! thy rage to move. 
That thoa ihouldft fmk me down, fo low to love ? 

lExit. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Zara, Selima. 
Selima. 

Ah, Madam ! how at once I grieve your fate. 
And how admire your virtue !— Heaven permits, 
D 



\ 
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And Heared will gire you ftrengthy to bear misfor- 
tune } 
To break thefe chains^ fb ftrong and yet A> dear. 

Zar* Oh> that 1 could fupport the fatal ftruggle I 

Sfi. 7h' £t«mal aids your weaknefs, fees your 
will, ^ . 

Direds your purpofe, and rewards yoar forrows* 

Zar. Never had wretch more caufe to hope he 
does* 

&/. What I tho* you here no more behold your fa« 
ther? 
There is a Father to be found above, 
Who caDt reftore that father to his daughter. 

Zar. But I have planted pain in Ofman's bofi>m ; 
He loves me, eveil to death ! and 1 reward him 
With anguifh aad defpair*-— How bafel how cruel! 
But I deferv'd hiro not \ I (hould hate been 
Too happy, and the hand of Heaven repetPd me. 
• &/.. What f will you then regret the glorious lofs, 
And hazard thus a viA*ry bravely won ? 

Zar. Inhuman vid'ry ! * "t hou doft not krtov 
This love fo powerful, this fole joy of life, 10 

This firft, beft hope of earthly happinefs. 
Is yet lefs powerful in my heart than Heaven I 
To him who made that heatt I offer it ; 
There, there, I facriHce my bleeding paiEon ; 
I pour before him ev'ry guilty tear ; 
i beg him to efface the fodd impreffion. 
And fill with his own image all my foul i 
But, while I weep and (Igh, repent and pray, 
Remembrance brings the objedl of my love. 
And evVy light Hlufion floats before him. 
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I fee, I bear him* and again he charms I 

Fills my glad foul, and fhines 'twixt me and Heay'n ! 

Oh, all ye royal anceftors ! Oh, father I 

Mother I You ChrifUans, and the Chriftlans* Godt 

Yoa who deprive me of this gen'rons lover ! 

If you permit me not to live for him. 

Let me not live at all, and I am blefs'd : 

" Let me die innocent ; let his dear hand 

** Clofe the fad eyes of her he ftoop'd to love, 

*< And 1 acquit my fate, and a(k no more. 40 

" But he forgives me not regardlefs now, 

"Whether, or how I live, or when I die. 

" He quits me, fcoms me--— -and I yet live on, 

« And talk of death as diftant/* 

SeL Ah I delpair not j 
Truft your eternal helper, and be happy. 

Zar. Why what has Ofman done, that he too 

(hould not ? 
Has Heaven fo nobly form*d his heart to hate it ? • 
Gen'rous and juft, beneficent and brave. 

Were he but Chriftian ^What can man be more ? 

I \w(h, methinks, this rcv'rend priefl was come 
1 o free me from thefe doubts, which (hake my foul : 
Yet know not why I (hould not dare to hope, 
ITiat Heav'n, whofe mercy all confefs and feel. 
Will pardon and approve th^ alliance wiih'd : 
Perhaps it feats me on the throne of Syria, 
To tax my pow'r for thefe good Chriflians* comfort. 
Thou know'ft the mighty Saladine, who firft 
Conquer 'd this empire from my father's race, 

D2 
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Who, like my Ofman charmed th' admiriDg worlds 
JDrew breathy tho' Syrian, from a ChrifUan mother. 

Seh What mean you, madam ! Ah ! you do oot 
fee-^ ^ . . 

Zar. Yes, yes — I fee it all ; I am not Uind : 
I fee my country and my race condemn me } 
I fee, that fpite of all, 1 ftill love Ofman. 
What if I now go throw me at his feet, 
And tell him there flncerely what I am ? 

Seh ConCder — that might coft your brother's life, 
Expofe the Chriilians, and betray you all. 

Zar, You do not know the noble heart of Ofinan. 

Seh I know him the protestor of a faith. 

Sworn enemy to ours ; ^The more he loves» 

The left will he permit you to profefs 
Opinions which he hates : to-night the prieft. 
In private introduc*d, attends you here ; 
You promised him admilfion 

Zar. Would I had not! 
I promised, too, to keep this fatal fecret ; 
My father's urg'd command rcquir'd it of me ; 
I mufb obey, all dangerous as it is ; 8o 

CompelPd to filence, Ofman is enrag'd, 
Sufpicion follows, and I lofe his love. 

Enter Osmak. 

Ofm, Madam ! there was a time when my charm'd 
heart 
Made it a virtue to be loft in love ; 
When, without blufhing, I indulg'd my Hame, 
And every day ft\^m3L4t ^ovii^^'axti vc^xei^. 
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You taught mey'madaihy to believe hiy love 
Rewarded and returu'd — nor was that hope, 
Metlynksy too bold for reafbn.' - Emperors ' 
Who choofe to iigh devoted at the feet 
Of beaatiesy whom the world concenre their ilave$» 
Hjhre fortune's claim, at leaft, to fure fuccefs ; 
But 'twere prophane to think of power in love. 
Dear as my paifion makes 3rou» I decline 
Pofiefficn of her charms^ whpfe heart's another's.. 
You will not find me a weak, jealous lover. 
By coarfe reproaches, giving pain to you, 
And (haming my own greatnefs— wounded deeply, . 
Yet fhunning and difdainiog low complaint, 

1 come— —to tell you lOO 

2Lar, Give my trembling heart 
A moment's refpite ■ 

Offh. " That unwilling coldnefs 
•« Is the juft prize of your capricious lightnefs ; 
" Your ready arts may fpare the fruitlefs pains 
** Of colouring deceit with fair pretences ; 
*' I would not wi(h to hear your flight excufes : 
** I cherifh ignorance, to iave my blufhes." 
Ofman in every trial fhall remember 

That he is emperor. Whatever I fu^Ter, 

*Tis due to honour that I give up you. 
And to my injur'd bofom take defpair. 
Rather than (hamefuUy poffefs you fighing, 
Convinc'd thofe (ighs were never meant for me — 
Go, madam — you are free — from Ofman's pow'r— 
Expe^ no wrongj^ but fee his face no more. 

Zar. At laft, 'tis come — the feat'd, iVs^^ Ttt»x«i!\vcv^ 
jnoment 
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Is com e ■ and I amxurs'd by earth and h^veo I 

[Thrtmfi herfelf M the grmmd^ 
If it is true that I am lov'd no mor e - 1 20 

If you 

Ofm, It is too true, my feme requires it ; 
It is too true, that I unwilling leave you : 
That I at once renounce you and adore— 
Zara !— — you weep ! 

Zar. If I am doom'd to lofe you, 
If I muft wander o*er an empty woHd, 

Unloving and unloved Oh ! yet, do jiiftice 

To the afflicted ^do not wrong me doubly : 

Punifh me, if 'tis needful to your peace. 

But fay not, I defervM it — " This, at leaft, 

** Believe for not the greatnefs of your foul 

" Is truth more pure and facred no regret 

** Can touch my bleeding heart, for I have led 
** The rank of her you raife to (hare your throne. 
^* I know I never ought to have been there ; 
" My fate and my defeds require I lofe you.'* 
But ah ! my heart was never known to Ofman. 
May Heav'n that punifhes for ever hate me, 
If I regret the lofs of aught but you. 
Ofm. Rife—" rife, this means not love ?'* 140 

" Zar, Strike Strike me, Heaven I " 

Ofm. What ! is it love to force yourfelf to wound 
Tlie heart you wi(h to gladden ? But I find 
I^overs leaft know themfclves ; for I believ'd. 
That I had taken back the power I gave you ; 
Yet fee ! — ^you did but weep, and have rclum'd me I 

Proud as 1 am 1 muft confefe, <i^e m\Sx 

Evades my power— —^!heV)kSLti^Mito^'^^^- 
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Zara — tky tears were Ibrm'd to teach difilaiiv 
Tliat (bfbefs can difarm it,-^— -*Ti8 decreed* 
I aiuft for ever love--*but from what caufe, 
Jf thy conienting heart partakes my fires. 
Art thou relu^ant to a bleffing meant me \ 
Speak ! <♦ Is it levity— —or, is it fear ?<• 
" Fear of a power that, but for bleffing thee, 
•* Had, without joy, been painfuh"^— Is it artifice I 
Oh! ipare the needlefs psuns — ^Art was noi made 
For Zanu— -«— Art, however innocent. 
Looks like deceiving 1 abhonM it ever. 

Zar, Alasi I have no art; not even enoi^^h 169 
To hide this love, and this diflrefs you give me. 

OJm, New riddles ! Speak with plainnefs to my 
foul ; . i 

What canft thou mean ? 

Zar. I have n6 power to fpeak it. 

Ofm. Is it feme fecret dangerous to my ftate ? 
Is it fome Chriflian plot grown ripe again ft me ? 

Zar. Lives there a wretch fo vile as to betray 
you ! 
Ofman is blefsM beyond the reach of fear : 
Fears and misfortunes threaten only Zara* 

OJm. Why threaten Zara ? 

Zar. Permit me, at your feet. 
Thus trembling, to befeech a favour from you. 

OJm. Afevour ! Oh, you guide the will of Ofman. 

Zar. Ah I would to Heav'n our duties were 
united, 
*< Firm as our thoughts and wifhesl^' But this day ; 
But this one fad, unhappy day, f ermvt m^^ 
Alone, wad fwt divided from your c'^t. 
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To cover my diftrefs, left you> too tender, ^ 
Should fee and fhare it with me — from to-morrow, 
I will not have a thought conceal'd from you* 1 80 
** d/m. What ftrange difquiet, from what ftranger 

caufe ! 
«* Zar. If I am really blefs'd with Ofman's love, 
•• He will not then refufc this humble prayer." 

0/m, If it muft be, it muft. — Be pleas'd, my will 
Takes parpofe firom your wiihes ; and confent 
Depends not on my choice, but your decree : 

Go but remember how he loves, who thus 

Fmds a delight in pain, becaufe you give it. 

Zar, It gives me more than pain to make you 
feel it. 

C/m, And can you, Zara, leave me ? 

Zar. Alas ! my lord ! lExit Zara. 

0/m, l^jllone,'} It (hould be yet, methinks, too foon 
to fly me I 
Too foon, as yet, to wrong my eafy faith. 
The more I think, the lefs I can conceive. 
What hidden caufe (hould raife fuch ftrange delpair 1 
Now, when her hopes have wings, and every wi(h 
Is courted to be lively ! — When I love. 
And joy and empire prefs her to their bofom ; 
** When not alone belov'd, but ev'n a lover : 199 
** Profeffing and accepting ; blefs'd and bleiHng ; 
•* 1 o fee her eyes, through tears, fhine myftic love ! 
** 'Tis madnefs ! and 1 were unworthy power, 
" To fuffer longer the capricious infult !" 
Yet, was I blapielefs ? — No— I was too raih ; 
J have felt jealoufy, and fpoke it to her ; 
1 have diftrufted her — and ftSX ^^ Vw^^ \ v 
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Gen'rous atonement that ! " and 'tis my duty 

*^ To expiate, by a length of foft indulgence, 

** The tranfports of a rage, which ftill was love. 

** Henceforth, 1 never will fufpeft herfalfe ; 

** Nature's plain power of charming dwells about her, 

** And innocence gives force to ev'ry word. 

** 1 owe full confidence to all (he looks, 

** For in her eye (hines truth, and ev'ry beam 

" Shoots confirmation round her." — I remark'd, 

Ev'n while (he wept, her foul a thoufand times 

Sprung to her lips, and long'd to leap to mine. 

With honeft, ardent utt'rance of her love.— — — 

Who can poiTefs a heart fo low, fo bafe. 

To look fuch tendernefs, and yet have none ? 220 

Enter Melidor tvtth Orasmin. 

Mel. This letter, great difpofer of the world ! 
Addrefs'd to Zara, and in private brought. 
Your faithful guards this moment intercepted, 
And humbly offer to your fovereign eye. 

Ofm, Come nearer, give it me.— 1 o Zara !— Rife. 

Bring it with fpeed Shame on your flattering 

diftancc 

{^Advanctngj andfnatchmg the letter. 
Be honeft— and approach me like a fubje^ 
Who ferves the prince, yet not forgets the man. 

MeL One of the Chriftian (laves, whom late your 
bounty 
Releas'd from bondage, fought with heedful guile, 

Unnotic'd to deliver it. ^Difcover'd 

He waits,, jn chains, his doom from ^oam ditcx^^* 
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Ofm. Leave me ! I tremble, as if fomething fatal 
Were meant me from this letter— -fhould I read it \ 

Oraf. Who knows but it contains fome happy truth 
That may remove all doubts, and calm your heart? 

Ofm. Be it as 'twill — it fhall be read — " my hands 
** Have apprehenfion that out-reaches mine ! 
** Why fhould they tremble thus ?"— *tis done — 

and now, \Opens the Utter. 

Fate, be thy call obey'd — Orafmin, mark — 240 

* There is a fecretpaflage tow'rd the mofque ; 

* That way you might efcape ; and unperceiv'd, 

* Fly your obfervers, and fulfil our hope ; 

* Defpife the danger, and depend on me, 

* Who wait you, but to die if you deceive.*' 

Hell ! tortures ! death ! and woman ! — What, 

Orafmin I 
Are we awake ? Heardft thou ? Can this be Zara ? 

Qraf. Would I had loft all fenfe— for what J. 
heard 
Has cover'd my afflifted heart with horror. 

Ofm, Thou feeft how I am treated f 

OraJ. Monftrous trcafon ! 

To an affront like this you cannot ihuft not 

Remain infenlible You, who but now. 

From the moft flight fufpicion, felt fuch pain, 
Muft, in the horror of fo black a guilt. 
Find an effedhial cure, and banifh love. 

Ofm. Seek her this inftant — ^go, Orafmin, fly— 
Bhvfi her this letter— *\4Yvw i«Awx4ti«TObU : 
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Then, in the rifing horrors of her guilt. 

Stab her unfaithful breafl, and let her die. 260 

Say, while thou ftrik'ft Stay, ilay, return and 

pity me ; 
** I will think firft a moment — Let that Chriftian 
** Be ftrait confronted with her — Stay — I will, 

« I will — I know not what !" Wovjd I were 

dead I 
Would I had dyM, unconfcious of this fhame ! 

Oraf. Never did prince receive fo bold a wrongs 

OJm. See here detected this infernal fecret ! 
'This fountain of her tears, which my weak heart 
Miflook for marks of tendernefs and pain ! 
Why f what a reach has woman to deceive ! 
Under how fine a veil ofgrief and fear 
Did ihe propofe retirement 'till to-morrow ! 
And J, blind dotard ! gave the fool's confent, 

Sooth'd her, and fuffer'd her to go ! She parted, 

DifTolv'd in tears ; and parted to betray me ! 

** Oraf, Refledlion ferves but to confirm her guilt. 
** At length refurae yourfelf ; awaken thought ; 
" Aflert your greatnefs ; and refolve like Ofman. 

" OJm, Nereftan, too — Was this the boafted ho^ 
noiir 
" Of that proud Chriftian, whom Jerufalera 280 
" Grew loud in praifing I whofe half envy'd vif tuc 
" I wonder'd at myfelf ; and felt difdain 
*' To be but equal to a Chriftian's greatnefs ! 
«♦ And does he thank me thus ; bafe infidel ! 
*< Honeft, pretending, pious, praying villain ? 
•< Yet Zara is a thoufand times more bafe, 
*' M?i-e Aj;7?ocrite, than he J A.Qv?^\ ^L^vt^Oc^X 
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*' So low, fo lofty that even the vileft labours^ 

** In which he lay coDdemn'd, could never (ink him 

*• Beneath his native infamy Did (he not know 

" What I have done, what fuffer'd — for her fake ?" 

Oraf, Could you, my gracious lord I forgive my 
zeal. 
You would 

Ofm, I know it — ^thou art right — I'll fee her— 

111 tax her in thy prefence ; — Pll upbraid her 

I'll let her learn — Go — ^find, and bring her to me. 

" Oraf. Alas, my lord ! diforder'd as you are, 
" What can you wiih to fay ? 

" 0/m. I know not, now — 
" But I refolve to fee her — ^left fhe think 300 

** Her falfehood has, perhaps, the power to grieve 
me. 

Oraf. Believe me, fir, your threat'nings, your 
complaints. 
What will they all produce, but Zara's tears 
To quench this fancy'd anger ! Your loft heart, 
Seduc'd againft itfelf, will fearch but reafons 
To juftify the guilt, which gives it pain : 
Rather conceal from Zara this difcovery ; 
And let fome trufty (lave convey the letter, 
Reclos'd to her own hand — then (hall you learn, 
Spite of her frauds, di(guife, and artifice. 
The firmnefs, or abafement of her foul. 

0/m. Thy counfel charms me I We'll about it 
now. 
** *Twill be fome rccompence, at leaft, to fee 
*' Her yufhes when dctcfted. 
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« Oraf. Oh, my lord \ 

« I doubt you in the trial for your heart 

<• Ofm, Diftruft me not — my love, indeed, is 
weak, 
** But honour and difdain more ftrong than Zara.'' 
Here, take this faul letter — chufe a flave 
Whom yet ftie nerer faw, and who retains 320 

His tried fidelity — Difpatch — begone 

* {^Exk OraTmin. 

Now, whither (hall I turn my eyes and fteps. 
The fureft way to fliuo her : and give time 
For this difcovering trial ?— Hcav'n ! (he's here ! 

Enter Zara. 

So, Madam ! fortune will befriend my caufe. 

Arid free me from your fetters. — You are met 

Moft aptly, to difpel a new-ris'n doubt. 

That claims the fineft of your arts to glofs it. 

Unhappy each by other, it is time 

To end our mutual pain, that both may reft : 

You want not geaerofity, but love ; 

My pride forgotten, my obtruded throne. 

My favours, cares, refpedl, and tendernefs. 

Touching your gratitude, provok'd regard ; 

'Till, by a length of benefits befieg'd. 

Your heart fubmitted, and you thought 'twas love : 

But you deceived yourfelf and injur'd me. 

There is, I'm told, an objeft more deferving 

Your love than Ofman 1 would know his name : 

Be juft, nor trifle with my anger : tell me 340 

Now, while expiring pity ftiuggjles fwx •, 
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While I have yet, perhaps, the powr to pardon : 
Give up the bold invader of my claim, 
And let him die to fave thee. Thoa art known ; 
Think and refolve — ^While I yet ipeak, renounce 

him ; 
While yet the thunder rolls fuipended, ftay it ; 
Let thy voice charm me, and recall my foul, 
That turns averfe, and dwells no more on Zanu 

Zar* Can it be Ofman ijpeaks, and fpeaks to Zara ? 
Learn, cruel ? learn, that this afRidted hearty 
This heart which Heav'n delights to prove by tor- 
tures, 
Did it not love, has pride and power to ihun you. 
*• Alas I you will not know me I What have I 
•* To fear, but that unhappy love you queflion ? 
** That love which only could outweigh the ihamc 
" I feel, while I defcend to weep my wrongs." 
I know not whether Heav'n, that frowns upon me, 
Has deftin'd my unhappy days for yours ; 
But, be my fate or blefsM or curs 'd, I fwear 
By honour, dearer ev'n than life or love, 360 

Could Zara be but miftrefs of htrfelf, . 
She would, with cold regard, look down on kings. 
And, you alone excepted, fly 'em all. 
•* Would you learn more, and open all my heart ? 
•• Know then, that, fpite of this renew'd injuftice^ 
** I do not— cannot wifti to love you lefs : 
" That, long before you look'd fo low as Zara 
•* She gave her heart to Ofman ; yours, before 
** Your benefits had bought her, or your eye 
*' Had thrown diftindtion round her ; never had, 
** Nor ever will acknowledge other lover :"-— 
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And to this facred truth, atteftiog HeayM, 
1 call thy dreadful notice ! If my heart 
Deferves reproach, 'tis for, but not from Ofman. 

Ofm» " What ! does fhe yet prefume to fwear fin- 
cerity r* 
Oh, boldnefs of unblufliing perjury ! 
Had I not feen ; had I not read fuch proof 
Of her light falfhood as extinguiih'd doubt, 
I could not be a man, and not believe her. 

Zar, Alas, my lord ! what cruel fears have feiz'd 
you ? 380 

What harfh, myflerious words were thofe I heard ? 

Cfm. What fears fliould Ofman feel, fince Zara 
loves him ? 

Zar, I cannot live and anfwer to your voice 
In that reproachful tone ; your angry eye 
Trembles with fury while you talk of love. 

Ofm. Since Zara loves him ! 

Zar, Is it podible 
Ofman fhould difbelieve it ? — ^Again, again 
Your late-repented violence returns — 
Alas ! what killing firowns you dart againfl me ! 
Can it be kind ? Can it be juft to doubt me ? 

Ofm, No ! I can doubt no longer— You may retire. 

lEx'U Zara. 

Re-enter Orasmin. 

Orafmin, fliers perfidious, even beyond 
Her fex's undifcover'd power of feeming ; 
** She's at the topmoft point of (hamelefs artifice ; 
" An emprcfs at deceiving ! Soft and eafy. 
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** Deftroying like a plague, in calm tranquility : 
** She's innocent flic fwears — fo is the fire ; 
*' It fhines in harmlefs didance, bright and pleafing# 
** Confuming nothing till it firft embraces." 400 
Say ; hafl thou chofen a Have ? — Is he inflrudted i 
Hafte to detedt her vilenefs and my wrongs. 

Oraf. Punctual I have obey'd your whole com- 
mand : 
But have you arm'd, my lord, your injur'd heart. 
With coldnefs and indifference ! Can you hear. 
All painlefs and unmov'd the falfe one's ihame ? 
0/m. Orafmin, I adore her more than ever. 
Oraf. My lord I my emperor ! forbid it. Heaven ! 
0/m. 1 have difcern'd a gleam of diftant hope ; 
« This hateful Chriftian, the light growth of France, 
** Proud, young, vain, amorous, conceited, rafh, 

Has mifconceiv'dfome charitable glance, 
** And judg'd it love in Zara : he alone, 
" Then, has offended me. Is it her fault, 
" If thofe (he charms are indifcreet and daring ? 
** Zara, perhaps, expedled not this letter ; 
** And I, with rafhnefs groundlefs as its writer's, 
" Took fire at my own fancy, and have wrong'd 

her." 
Now hear me with attention — Soon as night 
Has thrown her welcome fhadows o'er the palace ; 
When this Nereflan, this ungrateful Chriftian, 421 
Shall lurk in expectation near our walls, 
Be watchful that our guards furprize and feize hira 5 
Then, bound in fetters and o'erwhelm'd with 

fhame, 
Condu^ the daring traitor to my prefence :— 



(( 



^ut, abore all, be furc you hurt not Zara ; 

"Mindful to what fupreme excefs I love. [^Ex'tt Oraf. 

^o this laft trial all my hopes dcpencf ; 

^ophet, for Q|^e thy^ kind afEftancc lend, 

*-^ilpel the doSts that rack my anxious breaft, 

I^ Zara's innocent, thy Ofman's bleft. [£*//. 



ACTV. SCENE/. 



Zara aati Selima. 



Zara, 

Sooth me no longer, with this vain defire ; 
To a reclufe like me, who dares henceforth 

Prefume admii&on ! the feragUo's fhut 

Barr'd and impafTable as death to time ! 

My brother ne'er muft hope to fee me more ; 
How now ! what unknown Have aocofls us here ? 

Enter Melidor, 

MeL This letter, trufted to my hands, receive. 
In fecret witnefs 1 am wholly yours. 

[Zara reads the letter, 

SeL Z^de.2 Thou everlafting ruler of the world! 
Shed thy wifh'd mercy on ©ur hopelefs tears ; 
Redeem us from the hands of hated infidels. 
And favc my princefs from the breaft of Ofman* 



74 ZARA. Act V. 

Zar. I wifiiy my friend^ the comfort of your counfeL 

Sd. Retire— you (hall be call'd— wait neai*^-Go» 
leave as. ^Exii MeL 

Zar. Read this, and tell me what 1 ought to an- 
fwer : ^ 

For I would gladly hear my brother's voice. 

Sel. Say rather you would hear the voice of Heav'n* 
*Tis not your brother calls you, but your God. 

Zar. I know it, nor refift his awful will; 
Thou know'ft that 1 have bound my foul by oath; 20 
But can I — ought I — to engage myfelf, 
My brother, and the Chriflians, in this danger ? 

Seh 'Tis not their danger that alarms your fears ; 
Your love (peaks loudefl to your (hrinking foul ; 
** I know your heart of flrength to hazard all, 
** But it has let in traitors, who furrender 
•* On poor pretence of fafety : — Learn at leaft, 
<* To underftand the weaknefs that deceives you : 
*« You tremble to offend your haughty lover, 
** Whom wrongs and outrage but endear the more ; 
•* Yes — you are blind to Ofman's cruel nature, 
•* That Tartar's fiercenefs, that obfcures his boun- 
ties;" 
This tyger, favage in his tendemefs, 
Courts with contempt, and threatens amidft foftnels ; 
Yet, cannot your negleftcd heart efface 
His fated, (ix*d imprelEon * 

Zar. What reproach 
Can I with juftice make him ? ■-■■ I, indeed. 

Have given him caufe to hate me ! 

Was not his throne, vni^ xiox. Vv\^ \.tTO^\t. \%,«wL<j > 40 
Did he not court Vvvs ftvi^ xo \i^ ^ q^^^tv^ 
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And have not I declin'd it ?— — I who oaght 
To tremble, conlcioas of affronted power ! 
Hare oot I triuiaph'd o'er his pride and love ? 
Seen him fubmit his own high will to mine. 
And facnfice his wifhes to my weaknefs ? 

Sel* Talk we no more of this unhappy paiEon : 
What refolution will your virtoe take ? 

Zar. All things combine to iiak me to defpair : 
From the feraglio death alone will free me. 
I long to fee the Chriftians' happy climes ; 
Yet in the moment, while I form that prayer, 
I (igh a fecret wifh to langui(h here. 
How lad a ftate is mine ! my refUefs foul 
AH ign'rant what to (Jo, or what to wi(h ? 
My only perfeA fenfc is that of pain.' 
Oh, guardian Heav'n ! protect my brother's life, 
For I will meet him, and fulfil his prayer : 
Then, when from Solyroa's unfriendly walls. 
His abfence fhall unbind his fifter's tongue, Co 

Ofman fhall learn the fecret of my birth. 
My faith unfhaken, and my deathlefs love ; 
He will approve my choice, and pity me, 
I'll fend my brother word he may expedb me* 
Call in the faithful flave — God of my fathers ! 

lExft Selima« 
Let thy hand fave me, and thy will direct. 

Enter Selima an^MELiDOR. 

Go- tell the Chriftian who intrufled thee, 

That Zara's heart is fix'd, nor fhrinks at danger; 
And that my faitbfid friend will, at the hour, 
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Exp€<^» and introduce him to his wifh. 

Away the Sultan comes ; he muft not find os. " 

[^Exemt Zara aad Selkiuu 

Enter OsMAn and Orasmiv, 

Ofm. Swifter, ye hours, move on ; my fury glows 
Impatient, and would puih the wheels of time. 
How now ! What mefTage dofl thou bring ? Speak 

boldly— 
What anfwer gave (he to the letter fent her ? 

MeL She blufh'd and trembl'd, and grew pale, aod 
paus'd. 
Then blufh'd, and read it ; and again grew pale ; 
And wept, and fmil'd, and doubted, and refolv'd : 
For after all this race of varied paffions. 
When (he had fent me out, and call'd me back, 8o 
Tell him ((he cry'd) who has intrufted thcc, 
That Zara's heart is fix'd, nor (brinks at danger ; 
And that my faithful friend will, at the hour, 
Expedl, and introduce him to his wifh. 

0/m. Enough — begone— I have no ear for more— 

[Ttf tbe^. 
Leave me, thou too, Orafmin. — Leave me, life, 

[TiOrafmiiu 
For ev'ry mortal afpeft moves my hate : 
Leave me to my diftra^ion— " I grow mad» 
" And cannot bear the vifage of a friend. 
** Leave me to rage, defpair, and (hame, and wrongs ; 

" Leave me to feek myfelf and fhun mankind." 

[^Exit Orafmin. 
Who am I >— Hea.Vti I WKo nxxi I ? What refolve li 
Zara! Nereftanl Wtk^\5cit^<i'«at^^\^^T>assv!«, 
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Decreed to join ? — ^Why paufe I ? — PerUhZara— — 
Would 1 could tear her image from my heart : 
** 'Twere happier not to live at all, than live 
** Her Icorn^ the fport of an ungrateful falfe one ! 
•*'And fink the fov'reign in a woman's property/* 

Re-enter ORASMiif. 

Orafmin ! — Friend ! return^ I cannot bear 

This abfence from thy reafon : 'twas unkind, loo 

^was cruel to obey me, thus diftrefs'd. 

And wanting pow'r to think, when 1 had loft thee. 

How goes the hour ? Has he appear'd» this rival ? 

Periihthe fhameful found This villain Chriftian ! 

Has he appear'd below ? 

Oraf. Silent -and dark, 
Th' unbreathing world is hufh'd, as if it heard. 
And liftened to your forrows. 

Ofm, Oh, treach'rous night ! 
Thou lend'ft thy ready veil to ev'ry treafon. 
And teeming mifchiefs thrive beneath thy (hade. 
** Orafmin, prophet, reafon, truth, and love ! 
** After fuch length of benefits, to wrong me ! 
** How have I over-rated, how miftaken, 
" The merit of her beauty ! — Did I not 
** Forget I was a monarch ? Did 1 remember 
•* That Zara was a flave ? *■ I gave up all ; 
« Gave up tranquility, diftindlion, pride, 
** And fell the fhameful vi<flim of my love ! 

** Oraf. Sir, Sovereign, Sultan, my Imperial 
Mafter! \af^ 
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•' Refledt on your own greatncfs, 
♦* The diftant provocation." 
Ofm. Hark ! Heardft thou nothing ? 
Oraf. My lord ! 

Ofm» A vcSce, like djring groans ! 
Oraf. I Iiften» but can hear nothing. 
Q/»i. Again!--^ookout«^hecomes-*^-— 
Oraf Nor tread of mortal foot— nor voice I hear : 
The flill feraglio lies^ profoundly plung'd 
In death-like filence! nothing ftirs**— The air 
Is foft, as infant fleep, no breathing wing 
Steals through the fhadowsy to awaken night. 
Ofm. Horrors a thoufand times more dark than 
thefe, 
Benight my fufPring foul— ^Thou doft not know 
To what excefs of tendernefs I lov'd her : 
I knew no happinefs, but what flie gave me, 
Nor could have felt a mis'ry but for her ! 

Pity this weaknefs mine are tears, Ordmioi 

That fall not oft, nor lightly. 

Oraf Tears I Oh, Heaven ! 140 

" Ofm* The firft which ever yet unmann'd my 
eyes ! 
" Oh ! pity Zara- ■ ■ p ity me— — Orafmin, 
*« Thefe but forerun the tears of deftin'd blood." 
Oraf Oh, my unhappy lord!— I tremble for you-*- 
Ofm. Do*— tremble at my fiifFerings, at my love ; 
At my revenge too, tremble— *-— for 'tis due. 
And will not be deluded* 

OrafWzxkl I hear 
T/ie fteps of men, iSssw^ "^^ tA\^i^%^^ I 
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Ofmi Fly— retze him— 'ds Nereftan! Wait 00 
chains. 
But drag him down to my impatieat qre* 

[ftfilf Orafimn. 

Etim Z^aA and Selima, hi the JivrL 

Zar, Where art thou, Selima? Give me thy hancL 
tt is fo dark, I tremble as I ftep, 
With fears and ftartings, never felt till now! 

Ofm. Damnation ! 'tis her voice ! the weU-knowH 
{bund, 
That ha» (o often charmed me into bafenefs ! 

« Oh, the perfidious hypocrite I fhe goes 

•* To meet th^ inviting infidel ! now, now,** 

^^Dtanving a dagger. 
Revenge, (land fi^m, and intercept his wtfhes ;*-^ 
Revenge ! On whom ?•— No matter— *Earth and 

Heaven 160 

Would blulh, ihottld I fotbear t fiow*^-4Zara, nowf 

[^Drops the Dagger* 
I muft not^ cannot ftrike, the ftarting fieel, 
Uawilling) flies my hand, and (huns to wound her* 
Zar. This is the private path — come nearer,* lead 

me 

Are we not noticed, think'ft thou ? 

Seh fear not, madam ; 
It cannot now be long, ere we (hall meet him^ 
0/m. That word has givtn me btack my ebbing 
rage-^ 

^RecoHjers the dagger^ 
Zar, t walk in terror, and my heart forebodes* 
Who's there ?--Nereftan! Is it.you?— O welcome— 
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Ofm. ^Stabbing her."] This to thy heart *Tis 

not the traitor meets thee, 
*Ti8 the betray'd — ^who writes it in thy blood* 
Zar. Oh, gracious Heaven ! receirc ray parting 
foul. 

And take thy trembling fervant to thy mercy 

IDies. 
Ofm. Soul!— then revenge has reachM thee— I will 
now 
Jiafte from this fetal place— I cannot leave her ! 
Whom did I ftrike ? Was this the aft of love I 
Swallow me, earth f— She's filent— Zara's dead I 
And ihould I live to fee returning day, 79 

Twill fliew me but her blood !— (hew me left joy- 

lefs, 
la a wide, empty world, with nothing round mey 
But penitence and pain— And yet, 'twas juft :— 
Hark !— Deftiny has fent her lover to me, 
To fill my vengeance, and rcftore my. joy. 

Enter Orasmin with Nerestan. 

Approach, thou wretch! thou more than curs'd! come 

near 

Thou who, in gratitude for freedom gain'd, " 
Haft giv'n me miferies beyond thy own ! 
Thou heart of hero with a traitor's foul ! 
" Go — reap thy due reward, prepare to fufFer, 
•* Whate'er inventive malice can inflift, 
*' To make thee feel thy death, and perifh flow." 
Are my commands obey'd ? 
Orqf, AU is pte^ai'A. 
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Ofm, Thy wanton eyes look round, in fcarch of het 
Whofelove, defcending to a flave like thee» 
Frem my didionour'd hand received her doom. 
See ! where (he lies 

Ner. Oh, fatal, rafli miftake ! 

Ofm. Doft thou behold her, flave ? 

iWfr. Uahappy fitter ! 200 

Ofm. Sifter ! Didft thou fay fifterf If thou 

didft, 
Blefs me with deaf&efs, Heaven ! 

iVkr. Tyrant! Idid ^ 

Shis was my fifter AH that now is left thee^ 

Dilpatch ^From my diftradled heart drain next 

The remnant of the royal Chriftian blood : 
Old Lufignao, expiring in tny arms, 
Sentbis too wretcbed fon, with his laft bleffing^ 
To his now murder'd daughter !— — 
Would 1 had feen the bleeding innocent \ 
I would have liv'd to fpeaktober in death ; 
Would have awaken'd in her languid heart, 
A livelier fenfe of her abandoned God : 
That God, who left by her, forfook her too. 
And gave the poor loft fufFerer to thy rage* 

Ofm. Thy fifter !— Lufignan her father — Selima ! 
Can this be true ? — and have I wrong'd thee, Zara ? , 

SeL Thy love was all the cloud, 'twixt her and 
Heav'n! 

Ofm. Be dumb— for thou alt bafe, toadddiftrac- 
tioii 
To my already more than bleeding heart. ai<^ 

And was thy lore ilncere ?— Whatxbetk tttKivDL'&>. 
E 
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Ner. Why fliould a tyrant hefitate on murder! 
There now remains but mine» of all the blood 
Which, through thy father's cruel reign and tbioet 
Has never ceas'd to ftream on Syria's fands. 
Reftore a wretch to his unhappy race ; 
Nor hope that torments, after fuch a (cency 
Can. force one feeble groan to feaft thy anger* 
I wafte my fruitlefs words in empty air j 
The tyrant, o'er the bleeding wound he made. 
Hangs his unmoving eye, and heeds not me. 

Ofm. Oh, Zara! 

Oraf. Alas, my lord, return— whither would grief 
Tranfport your gen'rous heart ?— This Chriflsan 
dog 

Ofm. Take off his fetters^ and obferve my will : 
To him, and all his friends, give initant liberty : 
Pour a profufion of the richeft gifts 
On thefe unhappy Chriflians ; and when heap'd 
With vary'd benefits, and charg'd with riches. 
Give 'em fafe condu^ to the neareft port* 240 

Oraf. But, Sir- 

Ofm. Reply not, but obey* 
Fly— nor dilpute thy mafter's laft command. 
Thy prince, who orders — and thy friend, who loves 

thee! 
Go— lofe no time— farewell*-*begone— and thou ! 

Unhappy warrior — yet lefs loft than I 

Hafle from our bloody land — and to thy own. 
Convey this poor, pale obje^ of my rage* 
Thy king, and all his Chriflians, when they hear 
Thy mifcries, flaaJl movau* «a m\kv \kd\ tears ; 
JBut, if thou tdl'ft *eia Tava^> ^^\.€\'%.'«kn.\x^^^ 
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They who fhall hate my crime, (hall pity me. 
Take, too, this poniard with thee, whi^hmy hand 
Has ftain'd with blood far dearer than my own i 
I'd! 'em— with this I murder'd her I lov'd j 
The nobleft and moil: virtuous among women i^ 
The foul of innocence, and pride of truth : 
Tell 'em I laid my empire at her feet : 
Tell *em I plung'd my dagger in her blood ; 
Tell 'em, I fo ador'd— and thus reveng'd her. 260 

lSta6s him/elf. 
Rev'rence this hero*-and condud him fafe. [^Dia* 

Nor. Direct me, great infpirer of the foul ! 
How ihould I adt, how judge in this diftrefs i 
Amazing grandeur ! and detefted rage ! 
Ev^n I, amidft my tears, admire this foe. 
And mourn his death, who li^'d to give me woe. 

\^Exeunt omnes. 
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HsREy take a furfeit^ Sirs^ of being jealous ^ 
Andjhun the pains thcA plague thofe Turki/b fettows : 
Where love and death join handsy their darts confounding : 
Save usy good Heayen^from tins new tuay of tvoundmg. 
Cursed cUmate I ivhere to cards a lone-left woman 
Has only one of her black guards tofummon I 
Ssghsy and fits mop% vnth her tame beqfi to gaze at : 
And that cold treaty is all the game Jhe plays at I 
FoTf Jhouldjhe once fame abler hand he trying. 
Poniard's the word / and thejirji deal is — dying I 

^Slife I Jhou*d the Bloody whim get ground in Britain ^ 
Where woman's freedom hasfuch heights to Jit on ; 
-Dagger^ provok^dy would bring on defolation : 
And murder* d belles unpeople half the nation I 

Fan would I hope this play y to move compafjfion / 

And Sve to husU fufpicion out offajhion^ 

Four motives ^rongly recommend the lover* s 
Hate of this weaknefs that our fcene difcoversm 

Ftrfi then-^-^A woman wiHy or won* t-— depend on*t^ 
If Jhe will do'tyjhe will:-^<indy there s an endotit. 
Butf if Jhe won't'^Jince fqfe and found your truft isp 
Fear is affront : andjealoufy injuftice. 

Nexty'^-ie who bids his dear do what Jhe pleafesy 
Bhttts wedlock's edge; and all \ti torture eajes : 
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For — not to feel your fujp rings .^ is thefaine 
As nottofuffer z^^AU the Mff^rence-'^^iame* 

Tbirdly'-^Tbe jealous hujband wrongs his honour ; 
No wife goes lame^ without fome hurt upon her : 
And the maUcious world willjl'dl he gueffingf 
Who oft dines outy dtfliies her own cooPs dreffing. 

Fourth and Iqfily, — to conclude my leQure^ 
Jf you would fix the inconftant wife^^refPe& her. 
She who perceives her virtues over-rated^ 
llTdlfear to have the account more jufllyflated i 
And borr owing y from her prtde^ the good wife* sfeemingy 
Grow really fack'-^o merit your efteeming. 



A 

xCOMIC CHORUS i 

OR, . 

INTERLUDES, 

BESIGNED TO BE SUNG BETWEEN THE ACTS OV 
ZJRA. 

PROLOGUE, 

Jfjr Mr. BEAViDfandMn.ChiYT.jffrom oppffite ntrances. 

She. OC?, Str^ — -you^re a man of your word* 

He, Who wotdd ireak it^ ivhenfummon^dbyyou? 

She. Very fine ihat-^'^ut pray have you heard^ 

What it is you arefummon^dto do f 
He. Not a word — but expeSed to fee 

Somethit^ new in the mtifical way. 
She. Why^ thit author has ca/lyou and me. 

As a Prologue^ itfeems^ to Ins play. 
He. What then is its tuneful namiy 

Robinhood of the Greenwood tree f 
Or what good old ballad of fame 

Has he built into tra-ge-dy ? 
She. Tho* he rails again/l fongSy he thought fit y 

Mofi gravely to urge and implore us^ 
In cud of his tragical wit^ 

Toere^ourfelvcsintoaChoTui^ \3-'Wi.#NS!wV 



88 PROLOGUE. 

He« Ji Chorus! nvha^s that'-'^compofing 

Of groans f to the rants of Ins madn^ ? 
She. No — he hinders the boxes Jrom dozing^ 

By mixing fomejpirit withfaJnefs. 
He. So then — Uts our tqfk^ I Juppofe^ 

Tojingfoberfenfe into refi/h. 
Strike up^ at each tragical clofe^ 

And unheeded moral embeUi/b* 
She. 'Twas thecufiom^ you know^ once in Greece^ 

And if here *tis not witty ^ *tis new. 
He. Wellthen^ when you find an a8 ceafe% 

[TurniDg to the Boxes. 

tremble hidie s 
She. And^ gentlemen^ to o [To the men* 

Jf I give not the beaux good advice^ [Meiril]f. 

Let me dwindle to recitative I 
He. Nor will I to the belles be more nieey 

When I catch *emy but here, to receive* 
She. If there's ought to be learnt from the play f 

Jfhallfit in a nooh, here^ behind^ 
Popping out in the good ancient way. 

Now and then, with a piece of my mind^ 
He. Butfuppofe, that no mora^fhould rife^ 

IVorth the ears of the brave or the fair / 
She. Why, we' U then give the word — and advife^^'-'^^ 

Face about, andfland all as ye were^ 



Mter the first act. 



Song in Duet. 

Wf. The Sultan's a bridegroom — the (laves are fet 
free. 
And none muft prefume to wear fetters but he ! 
Before honey-moon, 
Love's fiddle's in tune \ 
So we think ((illy (buls !) 'tis always to be : 
For the man that is blind — how (hould he forefee ! 

Sbe. I hate thefe hot blades, who fo (iercely begin | 
To baulk a rais'd hope is a cowardly fin ! 
The maid that is wife, let her always procure 
Rather a grave than a fpirited woer : 
What (he loies at breakfaft, at fupper (he'll win. 
But your amorous violence never endures : 

For to dance without doors 
Is the way to be weary, before we get in. 

He. Pray how does it happen, that paiHon (b gay» 
Blooms, fades, and falTs away, 
Like the rofe of this morn, that at night muft decay I 
Woman, I fear. 
Does one thing appear. 
But IS found quite another, when look'd on too near. 
She. Ah — no — 

Not— fo — 
*Tis the fault of you men, who, with flames of dcfire 

Set your palates on fire. 
And dream fiot^ that eating— w^ ^y^uxft va^\ 



fO A COMIC CHORUS ; 

$0 refolve in your heat, ^ 

To do nothing, but eat, W 

Till, alas ! pn a fudden — you fleep o'er your meat! 
Therefore, learn, O ye fair ! 

l/e. And, you lovers, take care* 

Sbe. That you truft not before»hand— * 

ffe. That you truft not at all. 

She. Man was born to deceive. 

He. Woman form'd to believe. 

Both, Truftnotoneofusall! 
For to ftand on fure ground is the way not to falk 



JFTER THE SECOND jfCT. 



Mrs. Clive ffola) to ajlute. 
I. 

Oh, jealoufy ! thou bane of bleeding love ? 

Ah, how unhappy we ! 
Doom'd by the partial powers abovet 

Eternal flaves to thee ! 
Not more unftaid than lovers' hearts the wind 1 
This moment dying — and the next unkind. 
Ah ! wavering, weak defires of frail mankind I 
With pleading paflion ever to purfue. 

Yet triumph, only to undo. 

II. 
Go to the deeps, below, thou joylefs fiend, 
And never nfe ^{p^Va \a (on< ^^^x V 



OR, OTTERLUDESU ff 

Nor youy ye heedlefi fair» occafions lend. 

To blaft your blooming hopes, and bring on care. 
Never conclude your innocence fecuret 
Prudence alone makes love endure. 
[Asjhe u going off^ he meeU her^ and pulls herbaclf 
detaining her^ while he Jings nuhatfollonus. 
He. Ever, ever, doubt the fair in forrow. 
Mourning, as if they felt compafGon : 
Yet what they weep for to-day — to-morrow. 
They'll be firft to laugh into fafhion. 
None are betray 'd, if they truft not the charmer; 

Jealoufy guards the weak from falling j 
Would you never catch — you muft oft alarm her. 
Hearts to deceive is a woman's calling. 
[^jffter thefong^ he lets hergo^ and they join in a duet. 
She. Come let us be friends, and no longer abufe, 
Condemn, and accufe. 
Each other. 
He. Would you have us agree, you muft fairly 
confefs, 
The love we carefs, 
We fmother. 
She. I am loth to think that«— — 
ffe. Yet, you know, it is true ; 

She. Well— what if I do, 

No matter. 
He. Could you teach us a way to love on, without 

ftrife? 
She^ Suit the firft part of life 
To the latter. 



p, A COAflC CHORUS; 

Hf. Tis an honeft adjice ; for when lore is new 
blown. 
Gay colours are (howSf 
Tbo glaring. 
She. Then alas^ for poor wives !-*come& a Uufiriog 
day, 
And blows 'em away^ 
Moft fearing 1 



JFTER THE TNIRB jICT. 



By Mr. Beard alone, 

Mark, oh, ye beauties! gay, and young„ 

Mark the painful woes and weeping. 
That from forced conceaTment fprung„ 

Punifh the fin of fecret-kceping. 
Tell then — ^nor veil a willing heart. 

When tlje lover, lov'd alarms it ;' 
But— toTooth the pleafing fmart, 

Whifper the glowing wifh that warms it. 
She that would hide the gentle ffame,. 

Does but teach her hope to langutfii ; 
She that boldly tells her aim. 

Flies from the path that leads to anguifh« 
Not that too fir your truft fhould go ; 

All that you fay — to all difcover ; 
All that you do but two (hould know. 

One of ^em you, and one your lover. 



OR, nn'filLLUDES. f I 

Sh. Ah ! man, thou wert always a trakor i 

Thou giv*ft thy advice to betray; 
Ah ! foim'd for a rover by oature, 

Thoa leader of love the wrong way. 
Would women let women advife them» 

They could not fo eafily ftny, 
Tis trufting to loven fupplies 'em 

With will and excufe to betray. 
She's fafe» who^ in guard of her paffion» 

Far, hfff from confeffing her pain^ 
Keeps filence, in ipite of the fafliion» 

Nor fuffers her eyes to explain* 



jiFTER THE FOURTH ACT. 



Dmet. 

She* Well, what do youthink-— of thefe iorrows 

and joys, 
Thefe calms, and thele whirlwinds-^this filence and 
noife? 
Which love, in the bofom of man, envoys? 
' He. For my part, would lovers be govem'd by mc> 
Not one of you women fo wifli'd-for fhould be. 
Since here we a proof of your mifchief fee. 
Sbc. Why, what would you do to efcape the diftrefs? 
He. I would do — I would do— -by my foul I can't 

guefs— 
Sic. Poor wretchi by my fi)ul| I \m^\u*^ xtf^ V&\« 
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Comei come«-Jet me teil youf thefe tempefts of loyei 
Did but blow up defire» its bii&nefs to prove. 
Which e]fe would — ^you know— too lazily move* 
Were women like logs of a make to lie ftiJly 
Men would fleep and grow dull— but our aUblute will 
Sets life all a whirling, like wheels in a milL 

He, Ambition in woman, like valour in man. 
Tempts danger— from which they'd be fafe if they 

ran: 
And once get 'em in— get 'em out how you can. 

She, Pray, what will you give me to teach you the 
trick, 
To keep your wife pleas'd, either healthy or fick i 

He, The man who hits that, fure, moft touch ta 
the quick ! 

She, Learn this — and depend on a life without paio, 
Say nothing to vex her, yet let her complain ; 
Submit to your fate — and difturb not her reign t 
Be mop'd when (he's fad — and be pleas'd when ihe% 

Believe her, and truft her — ^and give her—- her way : 
For want of this nde — ^there's the devil to pay. 
B<aL For want of this rule*-i>^ere's the devil to 
pay. 
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TO HER GRACE 

THE 

DUTCHESS OF PORTSMOUTH. 

Madam, 

Wsits it poff&le for me to let the world know^ how 
tnJtirely your Graces goodnefs has devoted a poor man to 
your fervice : were there nuords enough in fpeech to ex^ 
frefs the mighty fenfe I have of your great bounty towards 
me ; furely I Jbould write and talk of it for ever : but 
your Grace has given me fa large a theme^ and laidfo 
very vajl a foundation^ that Imagination wants flock to 
build upon it. I am as one dumby when I wouldfpeak of 
it: and^ ivhen I firive to write ^ I want afcale of 
thought fufficient to comprehend the height of it. Forgive 
mCf theny Madam^ if (as a poor peafant once made a 
frefent of an apple to an Emperor) I bring this fmall 
tribute^ the humble growth of my Tittle garden^ and lay it 
at your feet. Believe it is paid you with the utmofi gra- 
titude .• believe^ thaty fo long as I have thought to re 
member how very much I owe your very generous nature^ 
I *will ever have a heart thatfhall be grateful for it too. 
Your Graccy next Heaven^ deferves it amply from me: 
that gave me lifcy but on a hard condition^ till your ex- 
tended favour taught me to prize the gifi^ and took the 
b^avy burthen it wai clogged with from me^ I mean hard 
Aij 



DEDICATION. 
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fortune* When I had enemies^ that wkb malumi- 
power kept hack andjhaded me from thofe royed heemtj ^ 
nvhofe warmth is all I have, or hope to live by ; yowr 
nohle pity and compqffion found me^ where I vuai cefti 
backward from my bleffing^ down in the rear offortumi 
called me up^ placed me, in thejhine^ and J have fdt itt 
comfort. Tou have in that refioredme to my ffa/m 
right : for afieadyfatth^ and loyalty to my Prince^ was 
all the inheritance my father left me ; and, however 
hardly my ill fortune deal with me^ *tit Hjohat I prize jo 
wellf that I never pawned it yet^ and hope Ifhatt never 
part with it. Nature and Fortune were certainly in 
league f when you were bom ; and as thefurfi took care 
to ^ve you beauty enough to enflave the hearts of all the 
world ; fo the other refolv'd to do its merit jufiicCf that 
none but a monarch ft to rule the world Jhould i^er poffefs 
it ; and in it had an empire. The young prince you have 
given him^ by his blooming virtues^ early declares the 
mighty flock he came from : and as you have taken all 
the pious care of a dear mother ^ and a prudent guardian^ 
to give him a noble and generous education ; may itfucceed 
aecorSng to his merits and your wifhes : may he grow up 
to be a bulwark to his illu/lrious father^ and a patron to 
his loyal fubjeSs; with wifdom and learning to qlJt^hm^ 
whenever called to his councils ; to defend his right agatn/l 
the incroachment of republicans in his fenates ; to cberi/b 
fuch men asfhall be able to vindicate the royal caufe ; that 
good andftfervants to the crown may never be Iqfl^ for 
want of a proteSor. May he have courage and conduit 
Jit to fight his battles abroad^ and terrify his rMt at 
home : Xind, that piU tbeje ma^ be ^ct tiAre [ure^ may he 
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ii#mr» darmg tke Jj^ring time of his years ^ when thofe 
^ramng wives ougit wih care to be cberifbedy in order 
to tbnr r^^emngi may Be never meet with vicious natures ^ 
or the tongues of fakhlefs^ fordid^ infipid flatterers ^ to 
hleeft *em. To eoncindey may he he as great as the hand 
e^ Fortune (with ins honour) Jhali he able to make him ; 
amei may your Grace, who are fo good a mjflrefs, and 
Jo nchk a patronefsf never meet with a hfs grateful 
fervmii than^ 

Madanif 

Tour Grace* s 

Entirefy devoted Cnoturef 

THO. OTlVJr. 



THOMAS OTWAY. 



Little is \yith any certainly known of the great 
Author of Venice Preserved. — In the licen- 
tioas days of Charles II. it is believed neither the 
wtues nor the vices of Or way were fuiSciently 
prominent to diftingaifh him. 

His father, Mr. Humphrey Otway, was the 
Redlor of IVolheding in Suflex — Thomas the poet 
was bom on the 3d of March, 1651. He was firft 
fent to Wickeham School, and thence removed to 
Chrift-Church, Oxford, of which he became a 
Commoner in 1669. 

On leaving the Univerfity, the hlftriontc frenzy 
poflcfled him— He found the bent of his mind 
led him to the Theatre, but he raiftook the part 
he was to perform there : inftead of exciting 
emotions himfelf upon a fbge, he was to fumifh 
others with a cue for pa/pott^ as long as the Ian* 
guage he fpoke' (hould exift. He made as an 



THOMAS QTWAY. 



Ador but one attempt, apd in that he is £ud to 
have £iiled. 

The army and Otway had as little congenial 
between them — ^He ferved in Flanders, but, ver- 
iatile and fiieile, he JToon became difgifted, and at 
length refolired to write for the Players — How well 
he (ncceeded, is imprefled upon every heart. 

Imprudence, however, is faid to have left him 
nerer above want, and fometimes, it is reported, 
had plunged him into all its feverities. We hear 
continually an idle reproach upon the ingratitude of 
an age which can fuffer the indigence of Genius. 
But it (hould be confidered that, for the moft part, 
fttch dilemmas are voluntary inBidtions, and that he 
has flender claims upon the fympathy of men, 
whom calamity cannot make wifci and whom pride 
prevents from foliciting relief. 

Otway died in 1685 ; but, it is hoped, the 
wretched fate faid to have attended him is fidlitious 
— Nothing, however, can with any certainty be ad- 
vanced refpedting his end. 

Few of the Profeffors of Literature offer fo 
{biking an example as Otway of the fublime 
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jasaaBssssaBsssssssssBsaammaBosssam 
and indifcreet abafement of 



pre^eminenccy 
Genius. 



HU ProduSioHt mr as fottow .*— ^ 



AlciUadesf 
Don Carlosy 
Titos and Bernicey 
Cheats of Scapin, 
Friendfiiip in Faihiont 



Caius MarittSy 
Orphan, 

Soldier's Fortune^ 
Venice Preferyed* 
Atheift. 



VENICE PRE^SERVED; 

OR, 

A PLOT DISCOVERED. 



Is a play evidently the rcfult of acute remark upon 
the influence of paflion on life. The Author feeras 
to have confuited nature in his own mind, and unfor- 
tunately his own mind was corrupt. 

Hence his charadlers, except indeed Behtdera^ ex- 
cite little fympathy at their fate.— The Traitor to his 
Country expires upon the wheel, and the Betrayer of 
his Friend is tYi^Jlayer ofh'mfelf. 

In the works of fome dramatifts, there is danger 
left Vice fhould wear the wreath of Virtue from the 
fafcination of fpecious qualities — it is thus in the 
School for Scandal ; where the character of Charles is 
a feducing poifon to our blood. — Otway's Rafcals are, 
however, fufficiently defpifed — Pierre is funken by 
cruel ambition — Jaffier by meannefs unmanly and 
contemptible. On the fide oixht amor patriae htiz 
paralytic — he can fupport the idea of deftroying his 
Country, but poverty, the importunities of a wife, or 
B 
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the refle^ons of treachery to a friend, agonize him 
with compunAion and hurry him to deQ>air. 

Belvidera, unhappy, duteous, tender, and vir- 
tuous, claims our full commtferation> and claims it 
tdone. 



PROLOGUE. 



In the/e diflraSed tlmes^ when each man dreads 

The bloody Jiratagems ofbufy heads : 

Whence we had fear* d three years we know not wbaff 

*Till witnejfes began to dte 6* th* rot ; 

What made our poet meddle with a plot ? 

WcuU that he fancy* d for the very fake 

And name of plot y his trifling play might take 9 

For there s not in*t one inch-board evidence ; 

But *tisf he fays f to reafon plain and fenfe g 

And that he thinks aplauftble defence. 

Were truth byfenfe andreafon to be trfd^ 

Sure all our f wearers might be laid aftde. 

No ; offuch tools our author has no need^ 

To make his plot ^ or make his play fucceed ; 

He of Black Bills has no prodigious tales ^ 

Or Spani/h pilgrims cafl afhore in Wales : 

Here's not one murderld magiftrate^ at leafl^ 

Kept rankf like venfonfor a city feafiy 

Grown four daysfiiffy the better to prepare 

And fit his pliant limbs to ride in chair, 

Tet here's an army rais'd, tho* under ground^ 

But no manfeeny nor one commiffton found : 

Here is a traytor tooy that's very oldy 

Turbulent f fubtky mifchievousy and bold. 
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Bloody t revengeful^ and — to crown Inefiuf, 

Loves /unMng with a wench nvitb all bit heart : 

TtBf after having many changes pafi^ 

ImJ^ of age (thanis /' heaven J is hang'dat la/l ; \ 

Next is afenator thai keeps a whore. 

In Venice none a higher office bore, 

To Uwdnefs ev^ry night the leacher ran ; 

Shew me, all London, fuch another man ; 

Match him at Mother CrefwelPs, if you can* 

Poland! Poland! had it been thy lot 

y have heard in time of bis Venetian plot, 

Thoufurely chofen bad/l one king from thence. 

And honoured them, as thou haft England Jince. 
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VENICE PRESERVED. 



JCT I. SCENE I. 



A Stregi in Venice. Enter Pmuli a«</ Jafher. 



PrluR. 

No more ! I'll hear no more ! Begone and leave me. 

Jaf. ^ot hear me ! By my foffering but you (hall I 
My lord, my lord ! I'm not that abjed wretch 
You think mc. Patience ! wherc's the diftancc 

throws 
Me back fo far^ but I may boldly fpeak 
In right, tho' proud oppreflion will not hear me ? 

Prl, Have you not wrong'd me ? 

Jaf. Could my nature e*cr 
Have brook'd injuftice, or the doing wrongs, 
I need not now thus low have bent myfelf 
To gain a hearing from a cruel fad\&r« 
WroDg'd you I 



i6 VENICE PRESERVED. Act I 

Prt, Yes, wronged me ! In the niceft point. 
The honour of my hoofe, you've done me wrong, 
You may remember (for I now will fpeak, 
And urge its hafenefs] when you £rft came home 
From trayel, with fuch hopes as made you look'd 

on, 
By all men's eyes, a youth of expectation ; 
Pleas'd with your growing virtue, I receiv'd you ; 
Courted, and fought to raife you to your merits : 20 
My houfe, my table, nay, my fortune too. 
My very felf was yours ; you might have us'd me 
To your befl fervice ; like an open friend 
I treated, trufled you, and thought you mine : 
When, in requital of my beft endeavours. 
You treacheroufly praflis'd to undo me ; 
Seduc'd the weaknefs of my age's darling* 
My only child, and ftole her from my bofom. 
Oh Belvidera ! 

Jaf. 'Tis to me you owe her : 
Childlefs you had been elfe, and in the grave 
Your name extindt ; no more Priuli heard of. 
You may remember, fcarce five years are paft. 
Since in your brigantine you fail'd to fee 
The Adriatick wedded by our Duke ; 
And I was with you : your unfkilful pilot 
Dafh*d us upon a rock ; when to your boat 
You made for fafety : enter'd firft your felf j 
Th' affrighted Belvidera following next. 
As fhe flood trembling on the vefTel's fide. 
Was, by a wave, wafh'd off into the deep ; 
When inflamly I pl\xii%'dvcv\.o xVve. Ce2L» 
And buffeting th^ biWo^s x.o Vi^\ i^5^<;.>i&t 
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Redeemed her life with half the lofs of mine. 
Like a rich conqaeft, in one hand I bore her^ 
And with the other dafh'd the fancy waves, 
That throng'd and prefs'd to rob me of my prize. 
I brought her, gave her to your defpairing arms : 
Indeed you thank'd me ; but a nobler gratitude 
Rofe in her foul : for from that hour (he lov'd me. 
Till for her life fhe paid me with herfelf. 

Pri. You ftole her from me ; Hke a thief you ftolc 
her. 
At dead of night ! that curfed hour you chofe 
To rifle me of all my heart held dear. 
May all your joys in her prove falfe, like mine ; 
A fterile fortune, and a barren bed, 
Attend you both ; continual difcord make 
Your days and nights bitter and grievous : ftill 
May the hard hand of a vexatious need 
Opprefs and grind you ; till at laft you find 60 

The curfe of difobedience all your portion. 

Jaf. Half of your curfe you have beftow'd is 
vain ; 
Heav'n has already crowned our faithful loves 
With a young boy, fweet as his mother's beauty : 
May he Uve to prove more gentle than his grandiire. 
And happier than his father. 

PW. Rather live 
To bait thee for his bread, and din your ears 
With hungry cries ; whilft his unhappy mother 
Sits down and weeps in bitternefs of want, 

yaf. You talk as if 'twould pleafe you.. 

B3 
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Pri. *Twould, by heav'n ! 
«* Once (he was dear indeed ; the drops tliat fell 
•* From my fad heart, when (he forgot her duty, 
•* The fountain of my life was not fo precious— 
" But (he is gone, and, if I am a man, 
« I will forget her." 

J^af. Would I were in my grave ! 

Pri. And (he too with thee : 
For, living here, you*re but my curs'd remembran- 
cers. 80 
I once was happy, 

yaf. You ufe me thus, becaufe you know my foul 
I3 fond of Belvidera. You perceive 
My life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me. 

Oh ! could my foul ever have known faticty ; 
Were I that thief, the doer of fuck wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me 
But I might fend her back to you with contumely. 
And court my fortune where (he would be kinder ? 

Pri, You dare not do't, 

yaf. Indeed, my Lord, 1 dare not. 
My heart, rfiat awes me, is too much my mafter : 
Three years are paft, fince firft our vows were plighted. 
During which time, the world muft bear roe witnefs, 
I've treated Belvidera like your daughter. 
The daughter of a fenator of Venice : 
Diftin<5tion, place, attendance, and obfervance, 
Due to her birth, (he always has Commanded. 
Out of my little fortune I've done this ; 
Becaufe (tho' hopelefs e'er to win your nature J 
The world m\^\. fee 1 Vos'd \\^t i^K herfelf ; 
Not as th« heiiefe o£ tVvt ^xp-'ax^\vx^\> 
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Pri. No more. 

J^af, Yes, all, and then adieu for ever. 
There's not a wretch, that lives on common charity, 
Bat's happier than me : for I have known 
The lufcious fweets of plenty ; every night 
Have ilept with foft content about my head, 
Andnever wak'd, but to a joyful morning : 
Yet now muft fall, like a full ear of com, 
Whofe bloflbm 'fcap'd, yet's withered in the 
ripening. 

PrL Home, and be humble ; ftudy to retrench ; 
Difcharge the lazy vermin of thy hall, 
Thofe pageants of thy folly : 
-Reduce the glitt'ring trappings of thy wife 
To humble weeds, fit for thy little ftate ; 
Then, to fome fuburb cottage both retire ; 
Drudge to feed loathfome life; get brats and ftarve— 
Home, home, I fay. [^Exii. 

Jaf. Yes, if my heart would let me 

This proud, this fwelling heart : home I would gOf 

But that my doors are hateful to my eyes, 

Fill'd and damm'd up with gaping creditors. 

** Watchfid as fowlers when tlieir game will fpring.^' 

I've now not fifty ducats in the world. 

Yet flill I am in love, and pleas'd with ruin. 

Oh ! Belvidera ! Oh ! (he is my wife 

And we will bear our wayward fate together. 

But ne'er know comfort more. 
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EtUer Pierre. 

Fter, My friend, good morrow. 
How fares the honeft partner of my heart ? 
What, melancholy ! not a word to fpare me ? 

Jaf, I'm thinkiig, Pierre, how that damn'd ftanr- 
ing quality, 
CallM honefty, got footing in the world. 

Pier. Why, powerful villany firft fet it v^y 
For its own eafe and fafety. Honeft men 
Are the foft eafy cufhions on which knaves 
Repofe and fatten. Were all mankind villains. 
They'd ftarve each other ; lawyers would want prac- 
tice. 
Cut-throats rewards: each man would kill his 

brother 
Himlelf ; none would be paid or hang'd for murder. 
Honefty ! 'twas a cheat invented firft 142 

To bind the hands of bold defcrving rogues. 
That fools and cowards might fit fafe in power. 
And lord it uncontroui'd above their betters. 

Jmf, Then honefty is but a notion ? 

Pier. Nothing elfe ; 
Like wit, much talk'd of, not to be defin'd : 
He that pretends to moft, too, has leaft (hare in't. 
*Tis a ragged virtue : Honefty ! no more on't. 

Jaf. Sure thou art honeft ? 

Pier. So, indeed, men think me ; 
But they are miftaken, Jaffier : I am a rogue 
As well as they ; 
A fine, gay, bo\d-£ac'4\\\\i\\v^"^^av3^fc&^'®^^> 



Act I. VENICE PRESERVED. at 

*Tis true, I pay my debts, when they're coDtradbed ; 

I fteal from do maa ; would not cut a throat 

To gain admiflion to a great man's purfe. 

Or a whore's bed ; I'd not betray my friend 

To get his place or fortune ; I fcom to flatter 1 60 

A blown-up fool above me, or crufh the wretch be« 

neath me ; 
Yet, Jaifier, for all this I am a villain. 

Jaff. A villain! 

Pier* Yes, a moft notorious villain ; 
To fee the fufferings of my fellow-creatures. 
And own myfelf a man : to fee our fenators 
Cheat the deluded people with a fhew 
Of liberty, which yet they ne'er muft tafte of. 
They fay, by them our hands are free from fetters ; 
Yet whom they pleafe they lay in bafeft bonds ; 
Bring whom they pleafe to infamy and forrow ; 
Drive us, like wrecks, down the rough tide of power, 
Whilft no hold's left to fave us from deftrudion. 
All that bear this are villains, and I one. 
Not to roufe up at the great call of nature. 
And check the growth of thefe domeflic Ipoilers, 
That make us flaves, and tell us, 'tis our charter. 

Jaf. " Oh, Aquilina ! Friend to lofe fuch beauty. 
" The deareft purchafe of thy noble labours ! 
." She was thy right by conqueft, as by love. 1 80 

Fur, " Oh ! Jaffier ! 1 had fo fix'd my heart 
upon her, 
" That, wherefoe'er I fram'd a fcheme of life, 
*« For time to come, (he was my only joy, 
«* With which 1 wifh'd to fweeten future ca.t^^\ 
«' J fmcj'd pkgfurcs ; none but out \i«X Vwt& 
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** And doats as I did, can imagine like 'em.: 

" When in th' extremity of all thefe hopes» 

** In the moft charming hour of expe^lation, 

•* Then, when our eager wifhes foar'd the highefty 

" Ready to ftoop and grafp the lovely game, 

•* A haggard owl, a worthlefs kite of prey, 

" With his foul wings, faiPd in, and fpoil'd my quarry. 

jfaf, " 1 know the wretch, and fcom-him as thou 
hat'fl him. 

Pier. " Curfe on the common good that's fo pro- 
tev5led, 
** Where every flave, that heaps up wealth enough 
** To do much wrong, becomes the lord of right f 
•* I, who believ'd no ill could e'er come near me, 
** Found in th' embraces of my Aquilina 
" A wretched, old, but itching fenator ; 
** A wealthy fool, that had bought out my title ; 200 
•* A rogue that ufes beauty like a lamb-fkin, 
" Barely to keep him warm ; that filthy cuckoo ^oo 
** Was, in my abfence, crept into my neft, 
" And fpoiling all my brood of noble pleafure- 

yaf, " Didft thou not chafe him thence ? 

Pier. *• I did, and drove 
" The rank old bearded Hirco flinking home. 
" The matter was complain'd of in the fenate, 
"" I fummon'd to appear, and cenfur'd bafely, 
^* For violating fomething they call'd privilege ■ 
** This was the recompence of all my fervice. 
** Would I'd been rather beaten by a coward ! 
" A foldier's miftrefs, Jaffier, is his religion ; 
'* When that's profatf d> ?A\ o\ivex tks are broken : 
** That evea diffoh^s iiX tottttct^wAsi saflSmv5fe\ 
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** And from that hour I think myfelf as free 
** To be the foe, as e'er the friend df Venice— 
*• Nay, dear revenge, whene'er thou call'il I*m 
. ready." 

Jaf. I think no fafety can be here for virtue. 
And grieve, <my friend, as much as thou, to live 220 
In fuch a wretched ilate as this of Venice, 
Where all agree to fpoil the public good ; 
And villains fatten with the brave man's labours. 

Pier, We've neither fafety, unity, nor peace* 
For the foundation's loft of common good ; 
Juftice is lame, as well as blind, aroongft us ; 
The laws (cornipted to their ends that make 'iem) 
Serve but for inftruments of fome new tyramiy. 
That ev'ry day ftarts up, t' enflave us deeper. 
Now could this glorious caufe but £nd out friends 
To do it right, Ob, Jaffier ! then might'ftthou 
Not wear thefe feals of woe upon thy face ; 
The proud Priuli (hould be taught humanity. 
And learn to value fuch a a fon as thou art. 
I dare not fpeak, but my heart bleeds this moment. 

Jaf. Curs'd be the Caufe, tho' I thy fiiend be part 
on't : 
Let me partake the troubles of thy bofom. 
For I am us'd to mis'ry, and perhaps 
May find a way to fweeten 't to thy fpirit. 

Pier. Too foon 'twill reach thy knowledge 

Jaf, Then from thee 24 1 

Let it proceed. There's virtue in thy friendfhip. 
Would make the faddeit tale of forrow pleafing, ' 
Strengthen my confbucy, and wdcQSOS. t>a[v&« 

J^n Thea thou art ruiu'dl 
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Jaf. That I long fince knew ; 
I and ill fortune have been long acquainted. 

Pter. I pafs'd this very moment by thy doors^ 
And found them guarded by a troop of villains ; 
The fons of public rapine were deftroying. 
They told me, by the fentence of the law. 
They had commifEon to feize all thy fortune : 
Nay, more, Priuli's cruel hand had iign'd it. 
Here flood a ruffian with a horrid face» 
Lording it o'er a pile of mafTy plate» 
Tumbled into a heap for public fale ; 
There was another making villanous jefts 
At thy undoing : he had ta'en pofleffion 
Of all thy ancient, mofl domeflic ornaments. 
Rich hangings intermixed and wrought with gold ; 
The very bed, which on thy wedding-night 
Received thee to the arms of Belvidera, 
The fcene of all thy joys was violated 
By the coarfe hands of filthy dungeon villains. 
And thrown amongfl the common lumber. 

Jaf* Now thank heaven 

Pier. Thank heaven ! for what ? 

Jaf. That I'm not worth a ducat. 

Pier. Curfe thy dull flars, and the worfe fate of 
Venice, 
Where brothers, friends, and fathers, aU are falfe ; 
Whcr« there's no truth, no trufl ; where innocence 
Stoops under vile oppref£on, and vice lords it* . 
Hadfl thou but feen, as I did, how at laft 
Thy beauteous Belvidera, like a wretch 
That's dooiu'd to baix\SbGQS.Tit) oasu^ nf^e^tng forth, 
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" Shining'thro* tears, lik§ April-funs in fhowers, 
«* That labour to overcome the cloud that loads *em ; 
Whilft two young virgins, on whofe arms (he lean'd. 
Kindly iook'd up, and at her grief grew fad, 
As if they catch'd the forrows that fell from her ; 2 8a 
Ev'n the lewd rabble, that were gather'd round 
To fee the fight, flood mute when they beheld her ; 
Govem'd their roaring throats, and grumbled pity ; 
I could have hugg'd the greafy rogues : they pleas'd 
me. 

Jaf. 1 thank thee for this ftory, from my foul ; 
Since now I know the worft that can befal me. 
Ah, Pierre ! I have a heart that could have borne 
The rougheft wrong my fortune could have done me ; 
But when I think what Belvidera feels. 
The bitternefs her tender fpirit taflies of, 
I own myfelf a coward : bear my weaknefs ; 
If throwing thus my arms about thy neck, 
I play the boy, and blubber in thy bofora. 
Oh ! I fliall drown thee with my forrows, 

Fier. Burn, 
Rrft, burn and level Venice to thy ruin. 
What 1 ftarve, like beggar's brats, in frofty weather, 
Under a hedge, and whine ourfelves to death ! 
Thou or thy caufe, (hall never want afliftance, 
Whilft I have blood or fortune fit to ferve thee : 
Command my heart, thou'rt every way its mafter* 

Jaf. No, there's a fecret pride in bravely dying. 

Fter. Rats die in holes and corners, dogs run mad \ 
Man knows a braver remedy for forrow : 
Revenge, the attribute of gods 5 the^ ftaxcv^^A. \\^ 
With their great imsLgCt on our natutw* XiSfcV 
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Confider well the caufe, that calls upon thee : 
And, if thou'rt bafe enough, die then. Remember, 
Thy Belvidera fufFers ; Belvidera ! 
Die — damn fifft — What ! be decently interred 
In a church-yard, and mingle thy brave duft 
With ftinking rogues, that rot in winding-fheets, 
Surfeit-flain fools, the common dung o' th* foil ! 

Jaf. Oh ! 

Pier. Well (aid, out with't, Iwear a little— 

Jaf, Swear ! By fea and air ; by earth, by Heaven 
and hell, 
1 will revenge my Belvidera's tears. 
Hark thee, my friend— PriuU— is— a fenator. 

Pier. A dog, 

Jaf Agreed. 320 

Fur, Shoot him. 

Jaf With all my heart. 
No more ; where fhall we meet atnight ? 

P\er. ni tell thee; 
On the Rialto, every night at twelve, 
I take my evening's walk of meditation ; 
There we two will maet, and talk of precious 
Mifehie f 

Jaf Fare\*^l. 

Pur, At twelve. 

Jaf At any hour ; my plagues 
Will'keep me waking. [Sx// Pierre, 

Tell tne why, good Heaven, 
Thoumad'ftmetwhatlam, with all' the fpirrt, 
Afpiring thoughts, andelegant defires, 
That i^{ the happieftman ? Ah, rather, why 
Didft thou not form meTordid as my fate, 
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Safe-minded, dull, and £t to carry burthens ? 
AVhy have I fenfe to know the curfe that's on.rae ? 
Is this juft dealing) Nature ?-— Behridera ! 

Poor Belvidera ! 

Bel. Lead me, lead me, my virgins, 
To that kind voice. My lord, my love, my refuge 1 
Happy my eyes, when they behold thy face J 
My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating 
At fight of thee, and bound with fprightly joys. 
Oh fmile ! as when our loves were in their iprii])g, 
And chear my fainting foul. 

^af* As when our loves 
Were in their fpring I Has then our fortune jchang'd ? 
A rt thou not Bdvidera, ftiH the fame, 
Kind, good, and tender^ as my arms firA fbund thee ? 
If thoii art altef'd, where fhall I have harbo.ur? 
Where pafe my loaded heart? Ohi where complain 1 

BeL Does this appear like change, or love de- 
caying, 
When thus I throw myfelf into thy boTon^, 
With all the refolution of ftrong truth ! 
Beats not my heart, as 'twould alarm tbin^ 
To a new charge of ,blifs ? — I joy more in thee. 
Than did thy mother, when (he hugg'd thee firft. 
And blefs'd the Gpds for all her travail ipaft. 

yaf. Can there in woiman be fuch glorious faith ? 
Sure all itl ilories of thy fex-are falfe I 
Oh wxunan ! lovely woman I Nature made th^e 
To temper man : we Jjad been brjates without you I 



! 
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Angels are painted fair to look like you : | 

There's in yon all that we believe of Heaven ; 
Amazing brightnefi, purity and truth, 
£ternal joy, and everlafting love. 

BeL If love be treafure, we'll be wondrous rich ; 
I have fo much, my heart will furely break with't : 
Vows can't exprefs iL When I would declare 
How great's my joy> I'm dumb with the big thought ; 
I fwell» and figh, and labour with my longing. 
O ! lead me to fome defart wide and wild. 
Barren as our misfortunes, where my foul 
May have its vent, where 1 may tell aloud 
To the high Heavens, and ev'ry lift'ning planet. 
With what aboundlefs ftock my bofom's fraught ; 
Where I may throw my eager arms about thee, 380 
Give loofe to love, with kifles kindling joy, 
And let off all the fire that's in my heart. 

Jaf. Oh, Belvidera ! doubly I'm a beggar : 
Undone by fortune, and in debt to thee. 
Want, worldly want, that hungry meagre fiend. 
Is at my heels, and chafes me in view. 
Canft thou bear cold and hunger ? Can thefe limbs, 
Frara'd for the tender offices of love, 
Endure the bitter gripes of fmarting poverty ? 
When banifli'd by our roiferies abroad 
(As fuddeoly we fhall be) to feek out 
In fome far climate, where our names are ftrangers. 
For charitable fuccour ; wilt thou then. 
When in a bed of ftraw we (hrink together. 
And the bleak winds fhall whiftle round our heads ; 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me? Wilt thou then 
Hufh my cares thus, and fhelter rac with love? 
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Beu Oh ! I will love thee, even In madnefs lore 
thee; 
Tho' my diftra^ed fenfes fhould forfake me, 
I*d find fome intervals, when my poor heart ^oo 
Should 'fwage itfelf, and be let loofe to thine. 
The' the bare earth be all our refting-place, 
Its roots our food, fome clift our habitation, 
I'll make this arm a pillow for thine head ; 
And, as thou fighing ly'ft, and fwell'd with forrow^ 
Creep to thy bofom, pour the balm of love 
Into thy foul, and kifs thee to thy reft ; 
Then praife our God, and watch thee till the morning. 

yaf. Hear this, you Heav'ns ! and wonder how 
you made her : 
Reign, reign, ye monarchs that divide the world, 
Bufy rebellion ne'er will let you know 
Tranquility and happinefs like mine 1 
like gaudy fhips th' obfequious billows fall. 
And rife again, to lift you in your pride ; 
They wait but for a ftorm, and then devour you ; 
I, in my private bark already wreck'd, 
Liike a poor merchant driven to unknown land, 
That had by chance pack'd up his choiceft treafure 
In one dear caiket, and fav'd only that ; 
Since I muft wander further on the fhore, 420 

Thus hug itay litde, but my precious ftore. 
Refold to fcorn and truft my fate no more. [^Exetmt^ 
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ACTIL SCENE L i 



^ EtUer PiE&RB dii^/ Aquilina. 

** AquiSna* 

*« By all thy wrongs, thou'rt dearer to my arms 
« Than all the wealth of Venice. Pr'ythee fay, 
*« Atad let us love to-night." 

" Ftcr^ No z there*s fool, 
*« There's fool about thee. When a Woman fells 
*« Her flefh to fools, her beauty's loft to me ; 
** They leave a taint, a fully— where they've pafs'd } 
** There's fuch a baneful quality about *em, 
*< E'en fpoils complexions with their naufeoufnefs ; 
•* They infeA all they touch j I cannot think 
** Of tafting any thing a fool has pall'd. 

*^ Aqui. I loath and fcorn that fool thou mean'ft, as 
much 
«* Or more than thou canft \ but the beaft has gold, 
** That makes him neceflary ; power too, 
*' To qualify my character, and poife me 
•* Equal with peevifh virtue, that beholds 
** My liberty with envy. In their hearts 
** They're loofe as I am ; but an ugly power 
*< Sits in their faces, and frights pleafure from 
them. 
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*^ Her* Much good may't do you» madam, l^rith 

your fenator. 20 

** Aqm* My fenator ! Why, canft thou think that 

wretch 
•< E'er fill'd thy Aquilina's arras with pleafure ? 
.** Think'ft thou, becaule I fometimes give him 

leave 
** To foil himfelf at what he is unfit for ; 
•* Becaufe I forc'd rayfelf t' endure and fujfFer him, 
*< Think'ft thou, I love him ? No, by all the joys 
«« Thou ever gav'ft me, hia prefence is my penance. 
** The worft thing an old.man can be 's a lover, 
•* A mere memento mori to poor woman. 
** I never lay by his decrepid fide, 
•* But all that night I ponder on my grave. 
<* Fter* Woidd he were well fent thither. 
•* jfqm. That's my wiih too : 
** For then, my Pierre, 1 might have caufe. With 

pleafure, 
** To play the hypocrite. Oh ! how I could weep 
«* Over the dying dotard, and kifs him too, 
** tn hopes to fmother him quite ; then, when the time 
*• Was come to pay my forrows at his funeral, 
** (For he has already made me heir to treafures 
•• Would make me out-a£l a real widow's whiniiig) 
** How could I frame my face to fit my mourning ! 
*« With wringing hands attend him to his grave ; 
•* Fall fwooning on his hearfe ; take mad poffelHon 
** E'en of the difmal vault, where he lay buried ; 
<< There, like th' Ephefian matron, dwell, till thou, 
« My lovely foldier, com'ft to my deliverance ; 



3a . VENICE PRESERVED. Act If. 

** Then, throwing up my veil, with open arms 
** And laughing eyes, run to new-dawning joy. 
** Pier. No more : I've friends to meet me here 
to-night, 
*^ And muft be private. As you prize my friendfhip, 
'^ Keep t^ your coxcomb ; let him not pry, nor lifteO) 
** Nor frifk about the houfe, as I have feen him, 
** Like a tame mumping fquirrel with a bell on ; 
'^ Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. 

" ji^. What friends to meet ! Mayn't I be of 

your council ? 
** PUr, How! a woman afk queftions out of bed.! 
** Go to your fenator ; afk him what pafles 
** Amongfl his brethren ; he'll hide nothing from 

you : 
" But pump me not for politics. No more ! 
•* Give order, that whoever in my name 60 

** Comes here, receive admitunce. So good night. 
** jlqui, Muft we ne'er meet again ! embrace no 
more ? 
** Is love fo foon and utterly forgotten ? 

" Pier, As you henceforward treat your fool, I'll 

think on't. 
** Aqui. Curs'd be all fools — I die, if he forfakes 
me; 
*' And how to keep him, Heaven or bell inftruft me." 

[ExcmU. 
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SC£N£ If. . 

'7%^ Rialto. Enter Jaffier. 

y^i/I I'm here; and thus, the (hades of night 
around me, 
I look as if all hell were in my hearty 
And I in hell. Nay furely *tis fo with me !— — 
For every ftep I tread> methinks fome fiend 
Knocks at my breaft, and bids me not be quiet* 
IVe heard how defperate wretches, like rnyfelf^ 
Have wander'd outsat this dead time of night. 
To meet the foe of mankind in his walk. 
Sure I'm fo curs'dthat, tho* of Heav'n forfaken» 
No minifter of darknefs cares to tempt me. 
Hell, hell ! why fleep'ft thou i 

Enter Pierre. 

PUr. Sure I've ftaid too long : 
The clock has ftruck, and I may lofe myprofelyte. 
Speak, who goes there ? 

y^i/l A dog, that comes to howl 
At yonder moon. What's he, that afks the qticifttAi ? 

Pkr, A friend to dogs, for they are honeft crea- 
tures. 
And ne'er betray their mofttrs : never fawn 
On any that they love not. Well met, friend : 
Jaffier! 

C 
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*Jaf. The fame, " O Pierre, thou'rt come in feafon, 
** I was juft going to pray. 

Pier. " Ah } that*s mecbaaic ; 
*• Priefts make a trade on't, and yet ftarve by't, too. 
'* No praying ; it ipoils bufinefs^ and time's pre« 

ciotiSi 
Where*s Belvidera ?— *- 
Jnf. For a d^y or two 
I've lodg'd her privately, till 1 fefe farther 
What fortune Will do for me. Pr*ythee# fnend» 
If thoii wDuId'ft haive itie fit to hear good counfdi 

Speak not of Belvideiia 

Pier. Not of her! 
Jdf. Oh, no ? 

Ptet\ Not name her > May be I wifh her well lOO 
Jaf. Whom well \ 

/^r. Thy wife; thy lovely Belvidera. 
1 hope a man may wifli his friend^s >Hfe well^ 
And no harm done. 

Jqf* Y'are merryi Pierre* 
Pur. I am fo : 
Thou (halt fmile too, and Bdvidera finile 2 
We'll all rejoice* Here's fomething to huy pins | 
Marriage Is chargeable* [^Give4 iim afurfi* 

Jaf. Ibuthalfwifh'd 
To fee the devil, and he's here already. WeU ! 
What muft this buy \ Rebellion, murder^ treafixi ? 
Tell me, which way I muft be damn'd for this. 
Pter. When laft we parted^ we'd no qaalms like 
thefe. 
But entertain' deacVioO^w'^ thoughts like nlen 
Whofe fo\ils Y/ett "w A\ ^cc^'waXA^ \\^^^^^5^ 
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RefortnM fince our loft meeting? What new miracles 
Have happen'd ? Has Prioli's heart relented ? 
Can he be hontft i 

Jaf. Kind Heav'n, * let heavy curfes 
Gall his old age ; cramps, aches rack his bones> 
And bittereft difquiet ring his heart. 
<< Oh ! let him livcy till life become his burden : 
** Let him groan under*t long, linger an age 
** In the Worft agonies and pangs of deaths 
«« And find its eafe, but late." 

Fiar. Nay> could'ft thon not 
As well, my friend, have ftretchM the curie to aD 
The fenate round, as to one fingle villain } 

Jtf^ But curfes ftick not t Could I kill with 
curfing, 
By Heaven I know not thirty heads in Venice 
Should not be blafted* Senators (hould rot 
Like dogs on dunghills i ** But their wives and 

daughters 
** Die of their own diieafes.*' (% ! for a curfe 
To kill with ! 

Ftcr, Daggers, daggers are much better. 

>/. Ha! 

Pier. Daggers. . 

^af. But where are they ? 

FUn Oh! athottfaad 140 

May be dilpos'd of, in honeft hands> in Venice^ 

Jaf. Thou talk'ft in clouds. 

Pier*. But yet a heart, half wrong'd 
As thine has been^ would £nd the meaning, JafEer. 
Ci 
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J4if. A thoufand daggers, all in honed hands ! 
And have not I a friend will ftick une here I 

Fter. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cberifliM 
T' a nobler purpofe^ I would be thy friend ; 
But thou haft better friends ; friends whom thy 

wrongs 
Have made thy frie^nds ; friends worthy to be call'd fo* 
I'll truft thee with a fecret : There are fpirits 
This hour at work. — But as thou art a man, 
Whom I have pickM and chofen from the world. 
Swear that thou wilt be tnie to what I utter ; 
And when I've told thee that which only gods, 
And men like gods, are privy to, then fwear 
No chance or change (hall wreft it from thy bofom. 
Jaf. When thou would'ft bind me, is there need 

of oaths ? 
<* Gceen-ficknefs girls lofe maidenheads with fuch 

counters.'* 
For thou'rt fo near my heart, that thou may'il fee 
Its bottom, found its flrength and firmnefs to thee 
Is coward, fool, or villain in my face ? 
If I feem none of thefe, I dare believe 
Thou would'ft not ufe me in a little caufe. 
For I am fit for honour's tougheft talk, 
Nor ever yet found fooling was my province \ 
And for a villanous, inglorious enterprize^ 
1 know thy heart fo well, I dare lay mine 
Before thee, fet it to what point thou wilu 

Fter. Nay, 'tis a caufe thou wilt be fond of, Jaf' 

fier ; 
For It is founded on xk^ nobleft bafis ; 
Our liberties, ovw u^t>ttA*m>aR\vwsx^^, 
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There's no religion, no hypocrify in't ; 
We'll do the bufinefs, and ne'er faft and pray for't j 
Openly adl a deed the world (hall gaze ' 

With wonder at, and envy when 'tis done. . 

Jaf. For liberty! 

Fier. For liberty, my friend. 
Thou (halt be freed from bafe Priuli's tyranny. 
And thy fequefter'd fortunes heal'd again : i8a 
1 (hall be free from thofe opprobrious wrongs. 
That prefs me now, and bend my fpirit down- 
ward ; 
All Venice free, and every growing merit 
Succeed to its juft right : fools (hall be puU'd 
From wifdom's feat : thofe baleful unclean birds, 
Thofe lazy owls, who, perch'd near fortune's top. 
Sit only watchful with their heavy wings 
To cuff down new-fledg'd virtues, that would rife 
To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonipus* 

Jaf. What can I do ? 

Fier. Canft thou not kill a fenator ? 

Jtf. Were there one wife or honeft, 1 could kill 
him. 
For herding with that neft of fools and knaves. 
By all my wrongs, thou talk'ft as if revenge 
Were to be had ; and the brave flory warms me. 

Pier. Swear then f 

Jaf. I do, by all thofe glittering ftars, 
And yon great ruling planet of the night ; 
By all good pow'rs above, and ill below ; 
By love and friendfhip, dearer than my life, 200 
No pow'r or death (hail make me ^?iK^ v^ vkv^. 
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Pier. Here wc embrace, ud I'll unlock my heart. 
A couocil't held hard by» where the deftm^bon 
Of this great empire's hatchtog : there I'll kad tfa^. 
But be a man ! for thou'rt to mix with mea 
Fit to difhirb the peace of all theworld» 
And rule it when it's wildeft 

Jaf. igiTe thee thanks 
For this kind warning. Yes» I'll be a man. ; 
And charge thee» Pierre, whene'er thou fec'ft oy 

fears 
Betray me lefs» to rip this heart of noine 
Out of my breaft, and ihew it for a coward's. 
Come, let's be gone, for from this hour I chafe 
All little thoughts, all tedder human foUiea 
Out of my bofom : Vengeance ihall hate room : 
Revenge ! 

Pier. And liberty! 

J4if. Revenge 1 reveng e {SxemL 



SCENE III. 



Changes to Aquilina'j Hou/ef tie Greet Cottrtezan. 

Enter Renault* 

Ren. Why was my chc^ce ambition ? tfce woft 
ground 
A wretch can build oik\ \0%)V[v4i^t^^X^^a»)C!^ zzq 
A goodly profpeQ:v^etn5Uti^\ftv5afeV\^>« \ 
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The height delights us, and the mountain top 
Looks beautifttli becaufe it V oigh to Heav'n, ^^ 

But we ne'er think how Tandy's the foundation* ^ 
What ftorm will batter, and what tempeft ft^ us* 
Who's there ? 

Enter SttNOSA. . !. 

Sfin. Renault, good-morrow^ for by thU tim^ 
I think the fcale of night has tum'd d^e balanqf^ 
And weighs up tOQiiuAg? t^M ^.^e clod^ ftnipJiL 
twelve ? 

Ren. Yei; Clocks will go as Uie^ ace fet: bfilo^iv 
Irregular man's ne'er conftant, never certain : 
I've fpent at leaft three precious hours ^f darkn^ 
In waiting dull attendance ; 'tis th^ curfe 
Of diligept virtue to be mix'd» like mine. 
With ^iddy tempers, fouls b\u ha]f refolv'd. 

S^n. Hell feize that foul axxiongft us it cai\ frighten. 

Rm,. Wj^at'^ then the caufe that I am here aloiie > 
Why are wc oot together ? 

EvJter.'S^hi^T. 

O, Sir, welcome I 

You are an EnglUhman : when treafon's hatching. 
One might have thought you'd not have been behind- 
hand. 941 
In what whore's lap have you been lolling i 
Give but an E^glifhmaa his whore and eafe. 
Beef, and a fea-coal fire, he's yours for ever. 

Eli. Frenchman, youarefaucy* 

Hen. How! 
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EnUr Bebamar the Amlaffddor^ The^odore, Bram- 

YBIL, DuRANDy BrABE, RevILLIDO, MeZZANA, 

Terhon, RetrosIi ConJ^ators, 

Bed. At difference ; fie ! 
Is this a time for qoslrrels ? Thieves and rogues 
Fall out and brawl : ihould men of your high calIiog» 
Men feparated by the choice of Providence 
From the grofs heap of mankind^ and fet here 
In this affembly as in one great jewels 
T' adorn the braveft purpofe it e'er fmilM on ; 
Shonid you» like boys, wrangle for trifles i 

Ren. Boys! 

Bed. Renanlty thy hand. 

Ren, I thought I'd given my heart 
Long fince to every man that mingles here ; 
But grieve to find it tmfted with fuch tempers* 
That can't forgive my froward age its weaknefs. 

Ben. Eliot, thou once had'ft virtue. Ihave^en 
Thy ftubbom temper bent with god-like goodnefs* 
Not half thus courted : *Tis thy nation's glory 
To hug the foe that offers brave alliance. 
One more embrace, my friends — we'll all embrace. 
United thus, we are the mighty engine 
Muft twift this rooted empire fit)m its bails. 
Totters not it alrefidy ? 

EU. Would 'twere tumbling. 

Bed. Nay, it fiiall down ; this night we feai its 
. ruin. 
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Enier Pierre. 

Oh, Pierre ! thou art welcome. 
Come to my breaft, for by its hopes thou look'fi: 
Loveiily dreadful, and the fate of Venice 
Seems on thy fword already. Oh, my Mare I 
The poets that firil feign'd a god of war. 
Sure prophefy'd of thee. 

Pier. Friend, was not Bf utut, 
(I mean that Brutus, who in open fenate 
Stabb'd the firft Caefar that uforp'd the world) 
A gallant man ? 289 

Ren* Yes, and Catiline too \ 
Tho' ftory wrong his fame : for he cotofpir'd 
To prop the reeling glory of his country : « 
His caufe was good. 

Bed* And out's as much above it. 
As, Renault, thou'rt fuperior to Cethegus, 
Or Pierre to CafEus. 

Pier, Then to whatwe~aixn at. 
When do we ftart ? or muft we talk for ever I 
Bed. No, Pierre, the deed's near birth ; £ite leemt 
to have fet 
The bufinefs up, and given it to our care ; 
1 hq)e there's not a heart or hand amoDgft us. 
But is firm and ready. 

All. AU. 
We'll die with Bedamar. 

Bed* O men 
Matchlefsl as will your glory be hertaftet: 

C3 
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The game is for a matchlefs prize, if won ; 
If]oft, difgraceful ruin. 

*'Ren. What can lofe it ? 
** The public ftock's a beggar ; one VenetiaQ 
** Tffufts not anodier. Look iftto tbetr ftoret 
^* Of general &fety ; empty magazioet, 
*^ A tatter'd fleet, a murmuring onpaid army, 
** Bankrupt nobility, a barrait'd commooaky, 
'< A factious, giddy, and divided fenate, 
" Is all the ftrength trf Venice : kt^a deftioy il } 
** Lets fill their naagazines with arms to awe them ; 
^* Man out their fleet, and make their trade raaiatMi 

it; 
** Let loofe the murmuring army on their maftcffSt 
*' To ps^ themielTes with plunder ; lop their nobles 
<<To the bafe roots whence moft of 'om frft 

fprung; 
" Enflave the root, whom finardag wiU malx humble 
^ Turn out their droning ienate and pofieiis 
** That feat of empite which oar fimls were firam'd 

for." 
Ficr. Ten thoufand men are armed at your nod, 
Commanded all by leaders fit to giuide 
A batde for the freedom of the world : 
This wretched ftate has ftarv'd them in its fenricc ; 
And, by your bounty quicken'd, they're relbhrcd 
To ferve your glory, and revenge their own : 
They've all their different quarters in this ctty,^ 
Watch for th' alarm, and grumUfl 'tis fii tardy. 
Bed. I doubt not, friend, but thy wnrearied dili- 
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Has ftill kept wakiQg> itod k fl^U have «afe i ^ 

After this oi|ht it it refolv'd w< o^ftt 
No more^ till Venice owns us for her lords. 

Pier. IjLow l9?eliiy the Adris^tic whore» 
Dreft'd in her flames, will fhine ? X)evouring flames 1 
Such as fhall burn her to the watery bottom. 
And hifs in her Foundation. 

Bed* Now if any 
Amongft us, that owns this glorious cauTe, 
Have friends or intereft he'd wifh to fave, 
Let it be told: the general doom is feal'd ) 
But I'd forego the hopes of a world's empire, 
Rather than wound the bbwels of my firiend* 

Pier. I muft confefs, you there have touched my 
weaknefs, 
I have a friend ; hear it I fuch a fliend, 
My heart was ne'er ihut to him. Nay, I'll tell you : 
He knows the very bufinefs of this hour ; 
But he rejoices in the caufe, and loves it t 
We've chang'd a vow to live and die together, 
And he's at hand to ratify it here. 

Ren. How ! all betra/d I 

Pier. No — I've nobly dealt with you ; 
I've brought my all into the public Aock : 
I've bat one friend, and him PU (hare amoagft 

you : 
Receive and cheriih him ; or if, when ieen 
And fearch'd, you find him worthieft ) as my 

tongue 
Has lodg'd this fecret in his faithful breaft. 
To eafe your fears, I wear a dagger htrt 
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Shall rip it out agaioy and give you reft. 
X>ttot fcctbt thou only good i e'er could boa&ot 

Enter Jaffier, with a Dtigj^er* 

Bed. His prefence bears the fhew .of maoly ^- 
tae. 

Jaf. I know you'll wonder ally that thus uncall'd^ 
I dare approach this place of fatal councils ; 
But I*m amongft you, and by heav'n it gjads me 
To fee fo many virtues thus united 
To reftore jufticCf and dethrone oppreiEon. 
Command this fword> if you would have it quiet. 
Into this breaft ; but, if you think it worthy 
To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes» 
Send me into the curs'd aflembled fenate : 
It {brinks not» tho' I meet a father there. 
Would you behold this city flaming ? here's 
A hand ihall bear a lighted torch at noon 
To th' arfenaly and fet its gates on fire. 

Ren, You talk this well. Sir. 

Jaf. Nay by Heaven I'll do this. 

Come, come, I read diftruft in all your faces : 

You fear roe a villain, and, indeed, it's odd 

To hear a ftranger talk thus, at firft meeting. 

Of matters that have been fo well debated ; 

But ! I come ripe with wrongs, as you with coancils. 

I hate this fenate, am a foe to Venice ; 

A friend to none, but men refolv'dlikeme 

To pufh On mifchief. Oh ] did you but'kitow me, 

I i^eed not talk thus i 
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Bed. Plenty 1 mnft embrace him. 380 

My heart beats to this moo, as if it knew him. 

Ren, I never lov'd thefe huggers. 

Jrf. StiUIfec 
' Tlietskiiie delights ye not. Your friends furvey me 
As I were dangerous But I come arm'd 

Againft all doubts» and to jjrour truft will give 
A pledge, worth more than all the world can pay for. 
My Belvidera. Hoa 5 my Belvidera I 

BeJ. What wonder*s next ? 

Jaf, Let me entreat you, 
As I have henceforth hopes to call you friends^ 
That all but the ambalTador, and this 
Grave guide of councils, with my friend that owns me, 
Withdraw a while, to (pare a woman's blufhes. 

ZExeunt all But Bed. Ren. Jaf. Pier* 

Enter Belvidera. 

fied. Pierre, whither will this ceremony lead us ? 

Jaf. My Belvidera I Belvidera ! 

Bel. Who, 
Who calls fo loud at this late peaceful hour ? 
That voice was woot to come in gentle whifpers, 
And fill my ears with the foft breath of love. 400 
Thou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thou ? 

J^af. Indeed 'tis late. 

Bel. Oh ! I have flept and dreamt, 
** And dreamt again. Where haft thou been, thou 

loiterer ? 
«< Tho' my eyes clo8*d> my arms have ftill been 
opened ; 
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** Str^tch'd every vay betwixt my brokea ikmbcrs, 
'* To fesurcb if tbott wcrt come to crown my reft : 
•* There's no repofe without thee : Ob 1 the dty 
^ Too foon will break, and wake us tm par forrow* 
*^ Come* come to beds and bid tby cares good nigh^ 

Jaf. ** Oh Belyidera ! we muft change the fcepci 
** In which the paft delights of life were taftcd : 
** The poor fleep littk s we muft leam to watch 
** Our labours latCf and early every morning ; 
** 'Midft winter frofts, thin clad> and fed with fparingy 
'< Rife to our toils, and drudge away the dfty/* 

£eL Alas t where am I i whither is't yoa lead jpa^l 
Methinks I read diftra^ion in your face. 
Something left gentle than the fate you tell me. 
You {hake and tremble too I your blood runs cokf f 
Heav'ns guard my lofe, and blefit his heart with pa- 
tience. 421 

yaf. That 1 have patience, let our &te bear wit- 
nefs, 
Who has ordain'd it fo, that thou and I, 
(Thou, the divineftgood man e'er poflHs'd, ' 
And I, the wretched'ft of the race of roan) * 

This very hour, without one tear, muft part. 

£il. Part ! muft we part ? Oh, am I tben forfaken? 
•♦ Will my love caft me off? Have my misfortunes 
« Offended him fo highly, that he'll leave me ?" 
' Why drag you from me ; Whither are you goihg 
My dear 1 my life ! my love ! 

Jaf, Oh, friends I 

BeL Speak to me. 

^qf. Take her from m^ heart. 
She'll gaia fuch hold ^Mf^, \^iXTv.^'«%t\V»i^^. 
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I charge thee take her, but with teoder'ft care 
Relieve her troubles t mi affiiage her forrows, 

Aen. Rife, Madam, and conuDaiKi nmoogft your 
fenrante. 

yaf. To youj SirSf and yoiu: honours I b^qufath 
her. 
And with her this ; when I prove unworthy-— 

[^Qivts « Dai^er. 

You know the reft Tbei ftrike it to her heart ; 

And tell her, he who three whole happy years 
Lay io her arms, and each kind night repeated 
The paffionate vows of ftill increafing love, 
Sent that reward for all her truth and fuf{erings« . 

Bd. Nay, take my life, iince he has (old it cheaply ; 
*' Or fend me to ibme diftant clime your flave ; 
** But let it be far off, left my complainings 
** Should reach his guilty ears, aud (hake his peace* 

Ji^. " No, Belvidera, I'vecontriv'd thy honour. 
** Trufttomyfaitbtf and be but fortune kind 
** To me, as I'll preff rve that faith unbrokcQ ; 
<< When next we meet, I'll lift tbe^ to a height 
<* Shall gather all the gazing world about thee, 
*^ To wonder wk^ firange virtue plac'd thee there. 
«• But if we ne'er mo^ more,'* 

BeL O ! thou unkind one ; 
Ne'er meet more ! have I deferv'd this from you ; 
Look on me, tell me, fpeak, thou fair deceiver. 
Why am I feparated from thy love ? 460 

If I am falfe, accufe me, but if true, 
Don't, pr'ythee don't, in poverty forfake me, 
But pity the fad heart that's torn with (artin^« 
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Yet hear tec, yet rccaB me— 

[^Exami Ren. Bed. and Bel. 

yaf. Oh! ** my eyes, 
^ Look not that way, but turn yourfelves a while 
^ Into my heart, and be wean'd altogether.'' 
My friend, where art thou ? 

PUr. Here, my honour's brother. 

J^af* Is Belvidera gone ? 

Pier, Renault has led her 
Back to her <Jwn apartment ; but by Heav*n, 
Thou muft not fee her more, till our work's otrcr. ' 

Pier. Not for your life. 
• Jaf. Oh, Pierre, wert thou but flie. 
How I would pull thee down into my heart. 
Gaze on thee, till my eye-ftrings crack'd with lore ; 
" Till all my finews, with its fire extended, 
" FixM me upon the rack of ardent longing :" 480 
Then, fwelling, fighing, raging to be bleft, 
Come, like a panting turtle to thy breaft ; 
On thy (bit bofom hovering, bill and play, 
Confefs the caufe why laft I fled away ; 
Own 'twas a fault, but fwear to ghre it o'er. 
And ncTcr follow falfe ambitioii more. [BxaaU. 
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ACrilL SCENE I. 



" Enier Aoyn-iSA and her Maid. , 

^' jiquilina. 

" Tell him 1 am gone to bed; tell him I am not at 
" home ; tell him I've better company with me, or 
** any thing \ tell him, in fhort, I will not fee him, 
*• the eternal troubleforae vexatious fool : He's worfe 
** company than an ignorant phyfician— I'll not be 
" dlfturb'd at thefe unfeafonable hours. 

** Miud. But, madam ! He's here already, juft en- 
" ter'd the doors. 

** jiquu Turn him out again, you unneceiTary, 
•* nlelefs, giddy brain'd afs : If he will not be gone, 
** fet the houfe a fire, and bum us both : I'd rather 
** meet a toad in my difh, than that old hideous ani- 
<* mal io my chamber to-night* 13 

Enter Antonio. 

" ** Ani. Nacky, Nacky, Nacky— How doft do, 
•* Nacky ? Hurry, durry. I am come, little Nacky 5 
^* paft eleven o'clock, a late hour ; time in all con- 

«* fcience to go to bcdj Nacky Nacky, did I fay ? 

*^ Ay, Nacky, Aquilina, lina, lina, quilina, quilina, 
<< quilina, Aquilina, Naquilina, Naquilina, Acky, 

•* Acky^ Acky, Nacky, Nacky, cpittTi liv^c^ 

^ Come, let's ta bed«l--^you 7u\^t ^cva ^^^sil^"^ 
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« ——you little pufs Purre, Tuzzy 1 am a 

" fenator. 

" Jqui, Yott are a fool, I Am fare. 
" ^fU. May be fo too, fwcetrhcart : never the 
** worfe fenator for all that. Come, Nacky, Nacky, 
** let's have a game at romps, Nacky. 

** ^qui. You would do well, Signor, to be trouble- 
** fome here no longer, but leave me to myfelf ; be 
*' fober, and go home. Sir. 
" j^nt. Home, Madona I 
" jfqui^ Ay, home. Sin Who am I ? 32 

•• jfrU» Madona, as I take it, you are my — ^you arc 

« — ^thou art my little, Nacky, Nacky that's aJL 

** jiqui. I find, you are refolv'd to be trouUefome ; 
** and fo, to make (hort of the matter in few words, I 
** hate you, deteft you, loath you, I am weary of yoU| 
** fick of you — hang you, you are an old, filly, imper- 
^ tinent, impotent, folicitoys coxcomb; crazy in yQiu 
** bead, and lazy in your body ; love to be meddKog 
** with every thing, and, if you had not iponeyt yoa 
** are good for nothing. 

** jint. Good for nothing ! Hurry, durry, I'll try 
** that prefently. Sixty-one years old, and good for 
«' nothing: that's brave: [To the Maid} Come, come, 
*' come Mrs. Fiddle-faddle, turn you out for % ieafon: 
" Gro, turn eut» I fay, it is our will and pleafurt to be 
" private fome mot^eats^-^^out^ out, wbfp you ait 

''bid to [^PMtsJtar out and kiki thf Joor} Cfodi 

*' for nothing, you f^y ? 
" ^qm»> Why, wh^are you good for? 
«' Jini. La ti^c &t^^\^^t li&^^AKcsi^ Lisa ol4t.|aid 
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" mark that ? In the fecond pUce, take notice, if you 
'* pleafe, that I am a fenator ; and» when 1 think fit, 
" can make fpeechcsy Madooa. Hurry durry, I can 
'* make a fpeech in the fenate-houfe, now and then— • 
'* would make your hair ftand an end, Madona* 

«* ^quu What care I for your fpeeches in the 
'* fenate4iaufe I if you wouU be filest here, I ihould 
'' thank you. 

«' ^, Why I can make fpeeches to thee tooy my 
*' lovely Madona ; for example :— • 

*' My cruel Fair one, fince it is my fatet 

*< That you ihould with your fervant angry 

prove, 
** Though late at night, I hope ^tis not too late 
«< With this to gain reception for my Love. 

{^Taki out afurft of GoW, and at every faufejhakei r/.j 

** •-^There's for thee, my little Nicky Nacky — take it, 

** berc tai^e it 1 fay take it* or I'll throw it ai your 

** b^sid^^how now rebel ? 70 

f* Aquu Truly, my illuftrious fenator, I ©uft eon- 
«' fefs, your honour is at prdent, moft profoundly 
** eloquepl indeed. 

«< jini. Very well : Come, now let*9 fit dovm, and 
«' think upop't ^ little*-— come, fit, I iay-<— fit down 
^ by 9ie a little, my Nicky Nacky. A — [ fiti donvn.^ 
•* Hurry durry — good for nothing 

" jf/m* No, Sir» if you pleafe, I on hoowmy dtf« 
^* UnaBf>9U)dftand«. 

, «' JhK Standi Howa N»cky ^% %^\^S3BmA 
" Nay, thea, let me exclaim with the ^^cv^ 
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*' Shew me a cafe more pitiful who caO| 
" A ilanding woman and a felling man. 83 

** Hurry, durry-^not fit down—fee this, ye gods ! 
'* You won't fit down ? 

" jfquL No, fir. 

" ^ru. Then look you now ; foppofe me a bull, a 
<' Bafan-buU, the ball of bulls, or any boll. Thus 
" up 1 get, and with my brows, thus bent I broo, 
<< I fay, I broo, I broo, I broo. Yoa won't fit down, 
*' will you — I broo 

" [^Bellows Bie a huBf and drives her atouL 

•' jlqm. Well, Sir, I muft endure this. {Shep 
" down2 Now your honour has been a bull, pray 
" what beaft will your worfliip pleafe to be next i 

** Ani. Now, I'll be a (enator again, and thy lover, 
" little Nicky Nacky. \_HeJiu by ier.'] Ah I toad, 
" toad, toad> toad! Spit in my face a little, Nacky,fpit 
" in my face, pr'ythee, fpit in my fiice never lb litde : 
" Spit but a litde bit — ^fpit, fpit, Q>it-4*pit— when you 

"are bid, 1 fay — do, pr*ythce fpit, now, now, 

** now, fpit ; what you won't ipit, will you ? then I'll 
" be a dog. 102 

" ^quL A dog, my Lord ! 

'* jint. Ay a dog — and I'll give thcfc, this t*oUicr 
" purfe, to let me be a dog — and ufe roe like a d6g a 
" litde. Hurry durry — 1 will— here 'tis— — 

IGktes tbefmfi. 

" jiquu Well, with all my heart. But let me fc- 
** feech your dogihip to play your tricks oyer as faft 
*' as you can, that you may come to ftinking the iboB- 
** er, and be tam^4 trax q»1 ^s;mi^^ ^^^9^1 dsdCeseie. 
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** Ant. Ay, ay — no matter for that— that ihan't 
" move me — [^He gets under the table.'] Now, bough, 
*' waugh, waugh, waagh, bough, waugh. — [^Barks 
** Uea dog. 

*' yiqus. Hold, hold, hold, Sir, I befeech you : 
«* What is't you do ? If curs bite, they muft be kick'd, 
** Sir : Do you fee, kick'd thus. 

'< jint. Ay, with all my heart : Do, kick, kick on ; 
"now I am under the table, kick again— kick 

"harder- harder yet, bough, waugh, waugh, 

" waugh, bough — odd, PU have a fnap at thy (bins 

" — — bougli, waugh, waugh, waugh, bough odd, 

" Ihe kicks bravely 122 

*' jfqm. Nay, then PU go another way to work with 
** you : And I think here's an inftrument fit for the 
" purpofe ? {^Fetches a whip and a hell.'] What, bite 
'* your miftrefs, firrah ? out of door, you dog, to ken- 
" nel, and be hang'd — bite your miilrefs by the legs, 
'^ jrou rogue {^She whips him. 

** Ant. Nay, pr'ythee Nacky, now thou art. too 
" loving : Hurry durry, odd, Pll be a dog no longer. 

*' Aqin. Nay none of your fawning and grinning : 
" But be gone, or here's the difcipline. What, bite 
*' your miilrefs by the leg, you mungrel ? Out of 
*' doors hout, hout, to kennel, firrah, go. 

** Am. This is very barbarous ufage, Nacky, very 
'* barbarous : look you, I will not go— —I will 
" not ftir from the door, that I refolve hurry 

«* dorry, what, fhut mc out ? \She whips him out. 

** Aqui. Ay, and if you come here any more to- 
** night, I'll have my footmen lug you* '^ovx «\ix\ 
'' What, bite your poor miftrefs, "NacW^^ txt^X \\v 
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** HeaT'ns ! Madam, what's the matter > 

{^He hofvls at the door Shai^» 
'' jlfui. Call my footmen hither pre(endy» 

£tuer i^o Footmem 

" Maid. They're here already, Madam ; the houfe 
*' is all alarm'd with a ftrange noife, that no body 
*' knows what to make of. 

'< jfqm Go, all of you, and turn that troublefome 
*' beaft in Uie next room out of my houTe— — If 1 
*' ever fee him within thefe walls agaln^ without lUy 
" leave for his admittance, you fneaking rogues— 
«* 1*11 have you poifoA'd, all poifonM like rats ; every 
" comer of the houfe (hall ftink of one of you j go, 
" and learn hereafter to know my pleafure. So l 
*' now for my Pierre. 

" Thus, when the god-like lover is di^leasM^ 

*• We facrifice our fool, and he's appeas'd* 

[ExanH. 



SCENJS IK 



A Chancer, Enter BelVidera. 

SeL I'm (acrific'd I I'm ibid ! betr^'d to fluase I 
Inevitable ruin has endcs'd me ! 
•' No fooner ^as 1\jq ta^ VjeA te:^*ir*d 
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*' But the old hoary MTCtch, to whofe falfe care 161 
*' My peace and honour was entrufted^ came, 
" (Like Tarquin) ghaftly, with infernal luft. 
«« Oh, thou Roman Lucrece ! 
" Thou could^ft find friends, to Tindicate Ay wrong ! 
•' I never had but one, and he's pror'd falfe : 
He that ihould guard my tirtue, has betray'd it ; 
Left me ! Undone me I Oh, that I could hate him ! 
Where Aall 1 go i Oh, whither, whither, wander f 

Bnter jAFl^iEft. 

yaf^ Cad Belvidera want a refting«t)lace) 
When thefe poor arms are ready to receive her t 
** Oh ! 'ti« in vain to fhvggle with defires, 
** Strong is my love to thee ; for, every moment 
*** I'm from thy fight, the heart within my bofom^ 
** Mourns like a tender infant in its cradle, 
«' Whofe nurfe had left it. Come, and with the fongs 
*' Of gentle love, perfuade it to its peace. 

*' Bel. 1 fear the ftubbom wanderer will not own 
me; 
*« ^h grown a rebel, to be ruFd no longer ; 
" Scorns the indulgent bofom that firft lull'd it, 1 80 
** And, like a difobedient child, difdains 
** The foft authority of Belvidera* 

J^if. There was a time 

Bd. Yes, yes, there was a time. 
When Belvidera's tears, her cries, and forrows, 
Were not defpis'd ; when, if (he chanc'd to fig^. 
Or lookM but fad-— ^diere was indeed %. usd^^ 
When JMer wott'd have ta'en her m Vas ^mv^^ 
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Eas'd her declining head upon his breaft. 

And never left her, till he found the caufe. 

But let her now weep feas ; 

Cry, till (he rend the earth ; figh, till (he burft 

Her heart afunder ; ftill he bears it all 

Deaf as the winds, and as the rocks unibaken* 

**Jaf. Have I been deaf? Am I that rock unmov'd? 
'* Againft whoie root, tears beat, and fi^ are fent 
*< In vain ? have I beheld thy (brrows calmly ?. 
^ Witnefs againft me, Heavens, have I done this I 
'^ Then bear me in a whirlwind back again, 
*' Aisd let that angry dear one ne'er forgive me. 200 
•* Oh ! thou too rafhly cenfureft of my love ; 
** Could'ft thou but think, how I have ipent this night 
<^ Dark, and alone, no pillow to my head, 
** Reft in my eyes, nor quiet in my heart, 
" Thou would'ft not, Belvidera, fure thou would'* 

not 
'^ Talk to me thus ; but like a pitying angel, 
** Spreading thy wings, come fettle on my breaft 
*^ And hatch warm comforts there, e're forrows 
freeze it. 
<< BeL Why then, poor mourner, in what baleful 
comer 
*' Haft thou been talking, with that witch, the night ? 
<< On what cold ftone haft thou been ftretch'd along, 
'' Gathering the grumbling winds about thy head, 
•* To mix with theirs, the accents of thy woes ? 
** Oh \ now 1 find the caufe my love forfakes me ; 
*M am no longer fit to bear a (hare « 

" In his concernments— *My weak female virtue 
*• Muft not be trufted : 'tis too frail and tender." 
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Jaf. Ohy Portia, Portia ! What a foul was thine \ 
Beh That Portia was a woman ; and when BtUi 

tUSy 

Big with the fate of Rome, (Heav'a guard thy (afety I) 
Concealed from her the labours of his mind \ 
She let him (ee her blood was great as his, 
Tlow'd from a fpring as noble, and a heart 
Fit to partake his troubles as his love. 
Fetch, fetch that dagger back, the dreadful dower» 
Thou gav'ft lait night in parting with me ; ftrike it 
Here to my heart ; and as the blood flows from it. 
Judge if it run not pure, as Cato's daughter's. 

^' Jaf* Thou arc too good, and I indeed un« 
worthy, 
** Unworthy fo much virtue. Teach me how 230 
*< I may deferve fuch matchlefs love as thine, 
^ And fee with what attention I'll obey thee. 

« BeL Do not defpife me : that's the all I afk. 

" Jaf. Defpife thee ! Hear me 

" BeL Oh ! Thy charming tongue, 
** Is but too well acquainted with my weaknefs ; 
" Knows, let it name but love, my melting heart 
" Diflblves within my breaft ; till with clos'd eyes 
<* 1 reel into thy arms, and all's forgotten. 

** Jaf. What ihaU I do ? 

« BeL Tell me ; be juft, and tell me, 
•* Why dwells that bufy cloud upon thy face ? 
^* Why am 1 made a ft ranger ? Why that (igh, 
** And I not know the caufe \ Why, when the 

world 
^« Is wrapp'd in reft, why chufes then my love 
D 
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** To grinder up andtknvn in hotiid dn1uidt» 
^* Lo2thitighi8 bed, and tbefe defiriftgarms ? 
*♦ Why are thefc eyes blood-fhot with tedious watch- 
ing ? 
«« Why ftarti he fK>ws ^tA looks as if he'wiih'd 
" His fate were fitiHhM ? Tell me, eafe my fear \ 250 
*^ Left, wheb we next time meet, I wont the po>w«r 
** To fearch into the fiokncfsof thy mtad, 
** But talk^n wil% then as tK«ia lodktt tiow. 

7^. Oh, BeMd«ra1 

Sd. Why l^s I kft night ddU^^rM to a villatfi ? 

7^/. Ha! ati«aln> 

Bd. Yes, to a villain ! Why at fuch an hour 
Meets that afTembly, all made up of wretchcSi 
<< That looks as hell had drawn diem into league f* 
Why, I in this hand, and in that a dagger. 
Was I deiiver'd with fuch dreadful ceremonies ? 
V To youf SirSf andlo your honours i hequedth her^ 
And with her this : When^er Iptove unworiity'^ 
Tou inoiv the re/I — thenjfriie it to her hvat^. 
Oh 1 why's that reft conceaPd ft»m me ? Muft 1 
Be made the hoftagc of a hetliih truft ? 
For fuch I know I am ; that's all my ?aloe. 
But, by the love and loyalty I owe thee, 
I'll free thee from the bondage of thefe fla? es $ 
Straight to the fenate, tell 'em all I know, 279 

All that I think,^ all that my fears inform me. 

Jaf, Is this the Roman virtue ; this the Mood 
That boafts its purity with Cato's daughter ? 
Would (he have e'er betray'd her Brutus ? 
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For Brutus truftftd bcr. Wert dnm fo fcia4« 
What would not Bckukm ruffer bt th^iB } 
J/^. I ifiiall undo mjrCelft and tdttfcce alL 
^ iZflC Look not upon me as I Am» i wonsMt: 
*< But ay a bone, thy wife, thy friend ^ wh^ long 
*^ Has had admiifion to thy heart, and there 
** Stud/d the virtues of thy gallant nature. 
** Thy conftancy^ thy courage, and thy truth, 
^ Have been my daily leflbn : I hare leamM 'em* 
** And, bold as thou, can fuf!er or defpife 
<< The worft of fates for thee, and with thee jflb^re 
'em.'» 

J^af. Oh, you divineft Powers look down and hear 
** My prayers ! inftru^l me to reward this virtue!" 
Yet think a little, ere thou tempt me further } 
Think I've a tale to tell will ihaike thy nature, , ago 
Melt all this boafted conftaucy thou talk'il of, 
Into vile tears and defpicaUe (onrows : 
Then if thou (hould'ft betray me ! ■ ■ 

£cL Shall I fwear ? 

^af. No, do not fwear : I would not violate 
Thy tender nature, with ib rude a bond : 
But as thou hop'fl to fe^ me live my days, 
And love thee long, Ipqk this within thy breaft : 
I've boundmyfelf, by all -the ftri jkft facrameotSf 
Divine and human*-*T-t«- JOO 

Bei. Speak! 

Jaf. To kill thy father, 

Bet. My fether I • 

D2 
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Jaf. Nay, the throats of the whole fenste 
Shall bleed; my Beitidera. He, amoogft us, 
That fpareskis father, brother, or his friend, 
is damnld. ^ How rich and beauteous will the &ce 
^< Of tuin look, when thefe wide ftreets run blood ! 
^ I, and the glorious partners t)f my fortune, 
^< Shouting, and ftriding o'er the proibrate dead, 
^' Still to new wafte ; whilft thou, far o£F in (afety, 
** Smiling, fhalt fee the wonders of our daring ; 
'^ And when night comes, with praife and lo?e receive 
me* 

Btl Oh 1 

Jaf* Have a care, and fhrink not even in thought: 
For if thou doft 

BeU I know it ; thou wilt kill me. 
Do, llrike thy fword into this bofom : lay me 
Bead on the earth, and then thou wilt be fafe. 
Murder my father ! tho' his cruel nature . 320 

Has perfecuted me to my undoing ; 
Driven me to bafeft wants ; can I behold him. 
With fmiles of vengeance, butcher'd in his age \ 
The facred fountain of my life deftroy'd? 
And can'ft thou (hed the blood, that gave roe being ? 
Nay, be a traitor too, and fell thy country \ 
Can thy great heart defcend fo vilely low. 
Mix with hir'd flaves, bravoes, and common ftabbers, 
•* Nofe-flitters, alley-lurking villains l** join 
With iuch a crew, and take a ruffian's wages. 
To cut the throats of wretches as they deep ? 

Jaf, Thou vitoii^'ft me^ Belvidera ! r?c engaged 
With men of f o\As •, fe. to xtlwxcv >^v^'^^ 
Of all maidQ^nd ; ^^s^' ^ i^\. ii\«asv vasw^tS^'^^ssi 
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Bttt's ftout as death, yet honeft as the nature 

Of man firfl made, e'er fraud and vice were fafliiot^ 

Bd. What's he, to whofe curft haiKis lafl; night 
thou gav'ft roe ? 
Was that well done ? Oh ! I could t^ll a ftory, 
Would roufe thy lion heart out of its den. 
And make it rage with terrifying fury* 540 

Jaf. Speak on, I charge thee. 

Bel. O my love I Ife^er 
Thy Belvidera's peace deferv^d thy care, 
Remove me from this place. Lafl night, laft night I 

Jqf^ Diflra^ me not, but give me all the truth. 

BeL No fooner wert thou gone, and I alone. 
Left in the pow'r of that old fon of mifchicf ; 
No fooner was I lain on my fad bed. 
But that vile wretch approach'd me', ^' loofe, unbut- 
toned, 
** Ready for violation :'* Then my heart 
Throbb'd with its fears : Oh, how I weptWid figh'd^ 
And ihrunk and trembled ! wifh'd in vain for him 
That fhould proted me ! Thou, alas I wert gone* 

Jaf, Patience, fweet Heav'n, 'till I make ven- 
geance fure. 

BeL He drew the hideous dagger forth, th^u gav'ft 
him. 
And with upbraiding fmiles, he faid„ Behold it: 
This is the pledge ofafalfe hu/band's love .• 
And in my arms^ then prefs'd, and would have dafp'd 

me; 
But with my cries, I fcar'd his coward heart, 
Till he withdrew, and mattered vows to hell. 360 
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Thefe are th jr friends ! with thde thy Itfe^ thy hoaoari 
Thy love, nil ftakMy and all will go to ruin. 
^ Jiaf. No more : I charge thee keep this fecret 

clofc. 
Clear up thy forrdws \ look as \t thy wrongs 
Were all fot^ot» and treat him tike a friend, 
Ai no complaint were made. No more ; retire^ 
Retire, my life, and doubt not of my honour ; 
I'll heal its failings, and deferve thy lore. 

Bel Oh I Should T part with ihee, 1 fear thou wik 
In anger leate me, ahd return no more. 

'Jafi Return no inere ! I would not live without 
thbe 
Another nighti to purchase the creation. 

Bel. When fliall we meet again \ 

Ji^. Anon, at twelve 
I'll ileal myfelf to thy expelling arms : 
Come like ft.tra?eUM dove, and bring thee peact. 

Bil.lth^\ 

Jaf. Bfail our lores. 

Bel. T» hard to part : 
1^% fui^e no ialihood ^er looked to fairiy. 380 

Farewcl ; remember twelve. [^Exh» 

Jaf. Let Heaven forget me, 
When I remember not thy truth, thy lott. 
** How curs'd is my ctMfidition, tofs'd and joftfed 
** From every comer J fortune's common fool, 
" The j^ft of rogues, an irtftrumental afe, 
** For villains to lay loads of fhame upon, 
" And.4rivc about juft for their tafc and Icom.** 
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Enter Pierre, 



/ 



Pier. JaflSer. 

Jaf. Who calls? 

Pier. A friendu that couU hare wUh'd 
T^ have foimd thee otherwife cmployed*^ Whai^* 

hunt 
A wife, on the dull foil ! Sure a ftaonch hufband 
Of all hounds is the dulleft. Wilt thou never. 
Never be wean*d from caudles and copfedtions ? 
What feminine tales haft thou been lifk'ning to,. 
Of unair'd fhirts, catarrhs and tooth adi, got 
By thin-folM fhoes ? Damnation I that a feUow, 
Chofen to be a (harer in the deftrudlion 
Of a whole people, ihould fneak,thus into eornert 
Tp eafe his fuifome luHs,. and fooL hit. mind. 40 v 

yaf. May not a man thea trifle out an hour 
With a kind woman, and not wrong his calbag \ 

Pur. Nolinacauielikeours. 

^af.. Then, friend,, our caufe 
Is in a damn *d condition :. for I'll tell thee. 
That canker-worm, call'd Lechery, has touched it ; 
Tis tainted vilely. Would'fl thou think it ? Renault 
(That mortify'd old withered winter rogue) 
Loves fimple fornication like a prieft ; 
I found him out for watering at my wife ; 
He viGted her laft night, like a kind guardian :. 
Faith! fhe has fome temptation, that's the truth 
on't. 

Pur. He durfl; not wrong his truft- 



64 V VXNICE PRESBRVBD* Act HI. 

Jtf. 'Twasfoxncthinglatc, though. 
To tsdce the freedom of a lady's chamber. 

Ker. Was (he in bed ? 

Jaf. Yes, faith, in virgin (heets, 
White as her bofom, Pierre, difh'd neatly up, 
Might tempt a weaker appetite to tafte 4^0 

Oh ! how the old fox ftunk, I warrant thee, 
When the rank fit was on him ! 

Ar. Patience guide me ! 
He*« iis*d no violence ? 

Jtf. No, no ; out on% violence I 
Play*d with her neck ; . brufh'd her with his grey 

beard; , 

Struggled and touz'd ; tickl'd her till (he fqueak'd a 
..!cA'.» • little,. 

May be, or fo— but not a jot of violence—- 

Kir. Damn hinu 

Jaf. Ay, fo fay I : but hu(h, no more on't. 
All hitherto is wel], and I believe 
Myfelf no monfter yet : ^* tho' no man knows 
•« What fate he's born too.** Sure it^ near the hour 
We all (hould meet for our concluding orders : 
Will the ambaflador be here in perfon ? 

Fwr. No, he has fent commilfion to that villain 
Renault, 
To give the executing charge : 
I'd have thee be a man, if poffible, 
And keep thy temper ; for a brave revenge 
Ne'er comes too late. 440 

Jaf. Fear not, I am cool as patience. 
'* Had he compkudta^ diftiOTv^w^ rather 
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** Than hazard the fuccefs our hopes are ripe for, 
** I'd bear it all with mortifying virtue." 

Pier, He's yonder, coming this way thro' the hall ; 
His thoughts feem full. 

^af. Pr'ythee retire, and leave me 
With him alpne : I'll put him to fome trial ; 
See how his rotten part will bear the touching. 

Pier. Be careful, then. [^Exit, 

Jqf. Nay, never doubt, but truil me^ 
What ! be a devil, take a damning oath 
For (bedding native blood ! Can there be a (In 
In merciful repentance ? Oh, this villain ! 

Enter Renault. 

Ren. Perverfe and peevi(h : What a (lave is^ man 
To let his itching fle(h thus get the better of him ! 
Diipatch the tool her hu(band — that were well. 
Who's there ? 

Jaf, A man. 

Ren. My friend, my near ally, 460 

The hoftage of your faith, my beauteous charge, h 
very welL 

Jaf, Sir, are you fure of that ? 
Stands (he in perfect health ? Beats herpulfe even ; 
Neither too hot nor cold ? 

Ren. What means that queftion ? 

Jaf. Oh ! women have fantaftic conftitutions, 
Inconftant in their wi(hes, always wavering, 
And never fix'd. Was it not boldly done. 
Even at firft fight, to trull the thing I lov'd 

D3 
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( A'tcmptingiTtafitfe toio)'wHh ^uthfo *cfce 
And Tigorous as '&ine ? but thon ttt faoneft. 

ibfi. Who dares accofc me ? 

y<(i/: Curs*d be he that doubts 
"Thy virtue ! I have'try*d it, and declare. 
Were I to cbedfe a guardian of my honour, 
Pd put It in thy keeping : for I know thee. 

Ren. Know me ! 

Jaf. Ay, knowthee. There's no IfaKhood in tbcc; 
Thou look'ft juft as thou art. Let us embrace. 
Now would*ft thou cut my throat, or I cnfthme. ^80 

Ren. You dare not dd't. 

Jaf. You lie. Sir. 

Ren, How ! 

yqf. No more, 
'Tis a bafe world, aad muft reforneb that's.alL 

Eater Sfinosa, THEODonis, Exiot, RETittiDo, 
Dut AND, Bromvb iL, and the rejl ofthtC^HJ^alhrs. 
Ren. Spinofa, Theodore ! 
Sf^. The fame. 
Rm. You are welcome. 
Sfin. You are trembling. Sir. 
Ren. 'Tis a cold night, indeed, and I am aged % 
Full of decay and natural infirmities : [Pier, re^tnten. 
We fhall be warniy my friends, I hope to-morrow. 
Pkr. 'Twas not well done ; thou fhoiild'ft have 
ftroakM him, 
And not have galTd him. 

Jaf. Damn him, Jet him chew on^t. 
Heav'n I Whert vsiW ^fet with curfed Uends, 
That wait to daioamt \ 'SNVax. 21 ^vrCC ^tkwv^ 
When he forgets \v\s u^ivxt^ — ^dnSbi^ w^ \NRa:ev.. 
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Ren. Myfiiendty 'tisl»i£;,arewe(if&mbkdi^ll? 
« Where's Theodore ? 500 

Theod. « At hand. 

Ren. '< Spinofiu 

5/«ii. **Hcre. 

Ren. " Bromveil. 

^rom. " I'm ready. 

Ren. ** Purand and Brabe* 

Dur. ** Command us. 
Wc are both prepared." 

Omatii Ail; all. 

Ren. ** Mezzano, RevillidOr 
•♦-Ternon,. Retrod ! Oh I you're men,. Ffind, 
Fit to behold your fate, and meet her fummons. 
To-morrow's rifing fun muft fee you all 
Deok'd in your honours. Are the foldiers ready t 

Pier. AU, all. 

Ren. YouyDurand, with your thoufand muft pofTefs 
St. Mark's ;^ you. Captain , know your char^ already 
*Tis to fecure the ducal palace : ** You, 
« Brabe,with an hundred more, muft gain theSecqoc: 
^ With the like number, Bromveil, to the Procundc;'* 
Be all this don& with the leaft tumult poffible, §21 
'Till in each place you poft fufficient guards : 
Then (heathe your fwords in every breaH you meet. 
Jaf. Oh! reverend cruelty! damn'dbloody YillfuaT 
Reni During this execution, Durand, you 
Mull in the midit keep your battalia faft ; 
And, Theodore, be fure to plant the cannon 
That may command the ftreets ; *' whillb Rtrilltdo, 
^* Meflano, Ternon, and Retrofi guard you/' 
TTus done, we'll givt the gtneial «^m. 
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Apply petardS) and force the ars'nal gates ; 
Then fire the cii^ round in feveral placeSf 
Or with our cannon (if it dare refift) 
Batter to ruin. But above all I charge you. 
Shed blood enough ; fpare neither fex nor agCy 
Name nor condition ; if there lives a fenator 
After to-morrowy though the dulleft rogue 
That e'er faid nothing, we have loft our ends. 
If poffibley let's kill the very name 
Of fenator, and bury it in blood* 540 

Jaf* Mercilefs, horrid flave — Ay, blood enough ! 
Shed blood enough, old Renault ! how thou charm'ft 
me! 

Ren. But one thing more, and then farewel, till 
fate 
Join us again, or fep'rate us for ever : 
Firft let's embrace. Heav'n knows who next fhall 

thus 
Wing ye together ; but let's all remember. 
We wear no common caufe upon our fwords : 
Let each man think that on his (ingle virtue 
Depends th^ good and fame of all the reft ; 
Eternal honour, or perpetual infamy. 
*< Let us remember through what dreadful hazards 
^< Propitious fortune hitherto has led us : 
*• How often on the brink of forae difcovery 
" Have weftood tottering, yet ftill kept our ground 
'' So well, that the buiieft fearchers ne'er coaU fbU 

low 
^* Thofe fttbtle tracks, which puzzled all fufpidon ?" 
You droop, Sit. 
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Jaf. No ; With moft profound attention 
I've heard it alU and wonder at thy virtue. 

Ren. " Tho' there be yet few hours 'twixttbem 
and ruin, 
<< Are not the fenate lull'd in full fecurity, 561 

<* Quiet and fatisfy'd» as fools are always \ 
** Never did fo profound repofe fore-run 
** Calamity fo great. Nay, our good fortune 
** Has blinded the moft piercing of mankind, 
<< Strengthened the fearfuUeft, charmed the moft fu& 

peaful, 
<< Confounded the moft fubtle : for we live, 
<* We live, my friends, and quickly ftiall our life 
« Prove fetal to thefe tyrants," Let's conixder, . 
That we deftroy opprefHon, avarice, 
A people nurs'd up equally with vices 
And loathfome lufts, which nature moft s^hors. 
And fuch as without fhame (he cannot fuffer. 

Jaf, Oh, Belvidera ! take me to thy arms. 
And (hew me where's my peace, for 1 have loft it. 

Ren. Without the leaft remorfe then, let's refolve 
** With fire and fword t* exterminate thefe tyrants ; 
** And when we (hall behold thofe curs'd tribunals 
<* Stain *d by the tears and fufferings of the innocent, 
** Burning with flames rather from Heav'n than ours, 
*^ The raging, furious, and unpitying foldier 581 
*< Pulling his reeking dagger from the bofbms 
<* Of gafping wretches ; death in every quarter \ 
** With all that fad diforder can produce 
" To make a fpcdlade of horror v th^ti^ 
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^ Then kt otctU to mind, my deafdl frtcadr» 
*< That there is nothing pure upon the earth ; 
^ That the nmft tafe'd ditngs have moft allays* 
^ And that in change of all thefe vile enormities/' 
Under whc^e weight this wretched country labours,. 
The means are only in our hands to crown them. 

Pier, And may thoie powers above, that are pro* 
pitious 
To galbnt minds, record this caufe and l^&it. 

Ren^ Thus happy, thus (ecure of all we wifli for,. 
Should there, my friends, be found among us one 
Falfe to this glorious entcrprife, what fate, 
What fengeaflce were enough for fuch a villain I 

EU. Death here without repentance. Hell here- 
after. 

Ren. Let that be my lot, if as here I ftand^ 
Lifted by fate among her darling fens, 600 

Tho' I had one only brother, dear by dl 
The flri^eft ties of nature ; •* tho* one hour 
•* Had given us birth, one fortune fed. ow wants, 
•* One only love, and that but of each other, 
** Still £11M our minds ;" could I have (och a friend 
Job'd in this caufe, and had but ground to fear 
He mean't &ul play ; may this right hand drop from 

me. 
If I'd not hazard all my £iture peace. 
And flab him ta the heart before you. Wh(^ 
Who would do lefs ? Would'il: thou not, Pierfe, the 
fkme? 

Pier. You'ye fingled me. Sir, out fior tiiis hard 
queftion, 
As a Hwerc ftaitedonVj fcx tw?! ^^Jtfcv 
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Am I the thing y(m f4Mv ? Here^ Keiv's try bote} 
Search h with all ycwr fwoixit. Am I a traitor i 

#^. No: batlfearyoorUteoMimeiMkdftitiMf 
Is litde lefs. Come* Sirs, \t8 now tto time 
To trifle with our faliety. Where'l this Jaffier ? 

Sfm. He left the room juft aow» in ftrangc di£ 
order. 

J^«i. Nay» there is danger in him : I oUery'dhim ; 
During the time I took for explanation, 620 

Jit was tranfported from moft deep atteotimi 
To a confufion which he could not fnu)ther, 
** His looks grew full of fadnefs and fuiprife» 
** All which betray'd a wavering fpirit in him^ 
** That labourM with reludancy and fijrrow.'* 
What's requifite for fafety, took be done 
With fpeedy execution ; be remains 
Yet m our power : I, fi)r my own part, wear 
A dagger 

Fitr. WelL 

Hen. And I could wiih it-*--^ 

Pur. WlKre^ 

Ren. Buried tn his heart. 

JPier. Away ; we're yet ail fivends. 
No more of this, 'twill bveed ill blood aowi^ vs. 

Sjntt, Let us all draw our fwords, asid feirch the 
. houfe. 
Pull him from the dark hole where he fits bnsodiag 
0*er his cold fears, and each man kill his Ifaare of hi«« 

Pur. Wiio talks of kiUiDg i Who's he'll ihed the 
Uood 
That'a4ear to me'? ts't you, or you, or ifO% Sic { 6^ 
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On your graye oracle, your wooden god there I 
Yet not a word I Then, Sir, I'll tell you a fecret ; 
• Saipicion's but at beft a coward's vutue; [ Ta Rei. 

Ren. A coward 1 ■ ■ {^Hamdk* h'ufwori. 

Pier* Put up thy fword^ old man ; 
Thy hand (hakes at it. Come let's heal tlus breach ; 
I am too hot» we yet may all live friends. 

S^n. Till we are fafe, our (iriendihip cannot be fb. 

Pier. Again! Who's that? 650 

Spi. 'Twas I. 

The. And I. 

Ren, And I, 

Om. And alL 

Ren. *• Who are on my fide ? 

^f . ** Every hone ft fword* 
Let's die like men, and not be fold like (laves- 

Pier. One fuch word more>. by Heav'n I'll to the 
fenate. 
And hang ye all, like dogs, in cluftersv 
Why weep your cowaid fwords half out their (hells ? 
Why do you not all brandiHi them like mine ? 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 

Ren* Go to the fenate, and betray us ! hafte ! 
Secure thy wretched life ; we fear to die 
JLefs than thou dar'ft be honeft. 

Pier. That's rank falfhood. 
Fear'ft not thou death ! Fie^ there's a knavi(h itch' 
In that fait bloody an utter foe to fmarting. 
Had Jaffier's wife prov'd kind, he'd ftill been true. 
Faugh how that fUnks I thou die, thou kill my friendj 
Or thou \ OT t]bou\ viWcixSaaiUaa withcr*d fice, . 
Away, difp«fcaJi\»l^fcH^^^^^B»^?^> 
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And meet to-morrow where your honour calls you. 
rU bring that man, whofe blood you fo much thirft 

for, 
And you (hall fee him venture for you fairly — 
Hence ! hence, I fay. lExit Renault angrify. 

Spi, 1 fear we've been to blame, 
And done too much. 

7?^. « Twas too far urg'd againft the man yow 
lovM. 

Rev. ** Here take our fwords, and crufh them with 
your feet." 

Sfi* Forgive us, gallant friend. 

Pier. Nay, now you've found 
The way to melt, and caft me as you will. 
** I'll fetch this friend, and give him to your mercy : 
** Nay, he fhall die, if you will take him from me. 
«* For your repofe,, I'll quit my heart's beft jewel ; 
*' But would not have him torn away by villains, 
«* And jfpiteful villany. 

S^. " No« may you both 
«* For ever live, and fill the world^with fame* 

Pier. " Now y* are too kind." Whence rofc all 
this difcord ? 
Oh, what a dangerous precipice have we Tcap'd I 
How near a fall was all we'd long been building ! 
What an eternal blot had ftain'd our glories, 
If one, the braveft and the beft of men, 
Had fairn a facrifice to ra(h fufpicion, 
Butcher'd by thofe, whofe caiJe he came to chcri A ! 
« Oh! could you know him all« as 1 have knowit 

him; 
^^ How good be is, how juft, havr tiMe^ Vow^srtc^v 
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** You would not leave this place tiU you had ieen 

him; 
** Humbled yourfelves before him, kifs'd his feet, 
** And gain'd remiflioa for the worft of follies.'* 
Come but to-morrow, all your doubts (hall end, 
And to your loves, me better recommend. 
That iVe preferv'd your fame, and fav*d my fnend. 



ACT IV. SCENE h 



The RiaIto» Enter jAFFiEa ^^^Bblvideiuu 



Whek^b dofl thoift lead me ? Eveiy ftcp I xnmt^ 
Methinks I tread upon fome mangled limb 
Of a racked firiendi Oh, my charming ruin L 
Where arc we wandering ? 
Bel. To eternal honour. 
To do a deed (hall chronicle thy name 
Among the glorious legends of tbofe few 
That have fav'dfinking nations. Thy renown. 
Shall be the future (bng of all the virgins, 
Who by thy piety have been preferv'd 
From horrid violation. Every flrect 
Shall be adonCd m^ i^vo^ vi thy honour ;; 
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And at thy feet this great iofcription written, 
Remember him that propped the fall of Venice. 

Jaf, Rather, remember him, who, after all 
The facred bonds of oatlis, and holier friendihip, 
In fond compaiEon to a woman's tears, 
Forgot his manhood, virtue, truth, and honour. 
To facriiice the bofom that reliev'd him. 
Why wilt thou damn me ? 20 

BeL Oh, inconftant man 1 
How will you promife ; how will you deceive ! 
Do, return back, replace me in my bondage. 
Tell all thy friends how dangeroufly thou lov'ft me. 
And let thy dagger do its bloody office. 
" Oh ! that kind dagger, Jaffier, how 'twill look 
** Struck thro* my heart, drench'd in my blood to 

th'hilt; 
•* Whilft thefe poor dying eyes (hall with their tears 
" No more torment thee, then ttou wilt be free ;'* 
Or if thou think^ft it nobler, let me live, 
Till I'm a vi<flim to the hateful lufl 
Of that infernal devil, ^< that old fiend, 
«< That's dama'd himf^lf, and ivo\44 ivado maQ« 

kind," 
Laft night, my love I 

Jaf. Name it not again ; 
It ftews a beaftly image to my fancfn 
Will wake me into madnefs. « Oh, the villain \ 
** That durft approach fuch purity a$ thine 
«* On terms fo yik ;" Deftru^on, fwift deftru^oiiK 
Fall on my coward head, *^ and make my name ^ 
" The common fcom of fooli," if I forgjhre bm v 
^Jf I forgive bim! If I notxeven j<5i 
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<< With utmoft rage, and moft unftayiDg fury» 
** Thy fufTeringSy thou dear darling of my life. 

BeL Delay no longer then, but to the feoate. 
And tell the difmal'ft ftory erer utterM : 
Tell 'em what bloodfhed, rapines, defolations. 
Have been prepar'd : how near's the fatal hour. 
Save thy poor country, fave the reverend blood 
Of all its nobles, which to-morrow's dawn 
Muft elfe fee flxed. *' Save the poor tender lives 
•* Of all thofe little infants, which the fwords 
*^ Of murderers are whetting for, this moment* 
'* Think thou already hear'ft their dying fcreams ; 
<< Think that thou fee'ft their fad diftraded mothers, 
'* Kneeling before thy feet, and begging pity : 
•• With torn difhevePd hair, and ftreaming eyes, 
<< Their naked mangled breafts, befme^d with 

blooAt -•* X ■ 

<' And even the milk, with which their fondled babe» 
*' Softly they hu(h'd, droj^ipg in anguifh from 'em : 
<* Think thou feeft this, and then confult thy heitt 

« >/. Oh \ 

<^ Bd, Think too, if you lofe thiiprefent minat^ 
•* Whatmiferies the next day brings upon thee : 
*' Imagine all the horrors of that night \ 
*' Murder and rapine, wafte and defolation^ 
*' Confus*dly raging :'* Think what then may prove 
My lot ; the ravifher may then come fafe 
And, 'midfl the terror of the public ruin, 
IX> a damn'd deed ; " perhaps may lay a train 
^ To catch thy life : Then where will be revengey 
<* The Asm \KiWf. ^\\ dut to foch a. wrong ^ 



( 
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Jaf. By all Heaven's powers, prophedc truth 
dwells in thee ; 
For every word thou fpeak'ft, ftrikes thro* my heart, 
" Like a new light, and ftiews it, how 't has wan- 
dered," 
Juft what thou'fl made me, take me, Belvidera, 
And lead me to the place where I'm to fay 
This bitter lefTon ; where I muft betray 
My truth, my virtue, conftancy, and friends. 
Muft I betray my friend ? Ah ! take me quickly ; 
Secure me well before that thought's renew'd ; 8 1 
If I relapfe once more, all's loft for ever. 

Bel, Haft thou a friend more dear than Belvidera ? 
Jaf, No ; thou'rt my foul itfelf ; wealth, friend- 
fhip, honour, 
, All prefent joys, and eameft of all future, 
! Are fumm'd in thee. '* Methinks, when in thy^rmSf 
'* Thus leaning on thy breaft, one minute 's more 
*^ Than a long thouiand years of vulgar hours. 
; •* Why was fuch happinefs not given me pure ? 
r " Why daih'd with cruel wrongs, and bitter wam- 
' ings ?" 

f Come, lead me forward, now, like a tame lamb 
\ To facrifice. Thus, in his fatal garlands 
J Deck'd fine and pleas'd, the wanton Hcips and plays, 
1 Trots by th' enticing flatt'ring prieftefs' fide, 
; . And much tranfported with its little pride, 
Forgets his dear companions of the plain ; 
^* Till, by her bound, he's on the altar lain, 
Yet then too hardly bleats, fuch pleafure's in the pain« 
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Etitir OjUer ondjix Guards* 

t^. ^tind! who goes there? 

BeL Friends* lOO 

<*^^« Frieods» Beindcnil Hide me from ay 
friends i 
«< By Heay'n, IM radier fee d^ face 0f lieU, 
«" Than meet tfae nan ikyre.'' 

OJL But \i4iat friends are yoa? 

Sil, Friends to the fenate* and theftate of VtDtcc. 

OJi. My «rdert ape to feize on all I find 
At ihjs fate jbouTy and bnng 'em to the oounpiU 
Who are now jSttiog^ 

Jaf. Sir, you ihall be obey'd, 
*< Hold, bnite, flaad off} none of your paws «psp 

me.*' 
Now die lot's caft» and« &te, do what thou wilu 



SC£N£ 11. 



Tie SefUfte-Houfe, where appear Jithng the Duie 9f 
VliN)CE» PaiULiy AntoniO) and e^ht other St- 
natpr^* 

th^^ Ajilcia^V'frwl'* Senators of Vedice, 
Speak, v\v^ mt ^t ^'ttc^^^V^x^ ^vs. xsi^<^^ 
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What have yoa to inform as of» concerns 
Tba ftate of Venice* honour, or its (afety ? 

/V^ Couid <werd6 expreTs Hhe ftoiy Vtc to tell 
you, 
Fathers, thefe tears were ufelefs, thefe fad tears 
That fall from my old eyes ( but there is caufe 
We all fhould weep, tear off thefe purple fobeSf 120 
And wrap ourfelyes in fackdoth, fitting down 
On the fad earth, and cry aloud to Heav'n s 
Heav'n knows, if yet there be an hour to come 
Ere Venice be no more* 
jtaSen. How! 
/Vy. Nay, we ftand 
Upon the very brink of gaping ruin^ 
Within this city's formM a dark conspiracy 
To roaifacre us all, our wives and childreni 
Kindred and friends, our palaces and temples 
To lay in aflies : nay, the hour too fix'd ; 
The fwords, for ought I knoWi drawn e'en this mo» 

ment. 
And the wild wafte begun. From unknown hands 
I had this warning $ but, if we are mei)) 
Let's not be tamely butcher'd, but do fomething 
That may inform the worlds in after ageS) 
Our virtue was not ruin'd, tho' we were« 

f ^ noi/e \utthoui^ 
r Room, room, make room for fome priibttert-^ 
i *< Sen. Let's raife the city." 

EmUr Offictt $lhd GuirJi, 
Duh* Speak, tbere« Wli&t tlUbi\AtDtft!\ 
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Oj/L Two prifboers have the guards feiz'd m the 
ftreety 140 

Who fay, they come t' inform this reverend fenatc 
About the prefent danger. 

Enter Jaffier and Officer. 

AU. Give *em entrance— Well, who arc you ? 

Jaf. A villain. 

** jtnt. Short and pithy :" 
The man (peaks well. 

Jaf, Would every man, that hears me» 
Would deal fo honeftly, and own his title. 

Duie. 'Tis rumour'd, that a plot has been contrived 
Againft this ftate ; and you've a fhare in't too. 
If you are a vilbin, to redeem your honour 
Unfold the truth, and be reftor'd with mercy. 

Jaf. Think not, that I to fave my life came 
hither ; 
I know its value better ; but In pity 
To all thpfe wretches, whofe unhappy dooms 
Are fix'd and feal'd. You fee me here before yos, 
The fworn and covenanted foe of Venice : 
But uf&4i^e as my dealings may deferve, 
And 1 may prove a friend. 

Duke. The (lave capitulates, f6o 

Give him the tortures. 

Jaf* That you dare not do : 
Your fear won't let you, not the longing itch 
To hear a ftory which you dread the troth of : 
Truth, 'w\uc\i <i:it fe^x of fcaart (hall ne'er get froi 
me. 
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Cowards are fcar'd with threat'nings i boys krt whipt 

Into confeffions : but a fteady mind 
Ads of itfelf, ne'er afks the body counfel. 
Give him the tortures ! Name but fuch a thing 
Again, by heav'n I'll fhut thefc lips for erer. 
Not all your racks, your engines^ or your wheels^ 
Shall force a groan away, tha^ you may guefs at. . 

*^ ^nt. A bloody-minded fellow, I'll warrant ; 
** A damn'd bloody-minded fellow*" , ; \ 

Dttie* Name your conditions. 

J^af, For myfelf full pardon, 
Befides the lives of two and twenty friendS) 
Whofe names are here enroU'd — Nay, let their crimes 
Be ne'er fo monftrous, I muft have the oaths 
And facred promife of this reverend council, i8o 
That, in a full affembly of the fenate 
The thing 1 aik be ratify'd. Swear this. 
And I'll unfold the fecret of your danger. 

«^//. We'll fwear." 

Duie, Propofe the path. 

Jaf. By all the hopes 
Ye have of peace and happinefs hereafter^ 
Swear. 

« Jil. We all fwcar. 

« Jufi To grant me what I've afk'd," 
Ye fwear ? 

JIL We fwear. 

Jaf. And, as ye keep the oath, • . 

May y^u, and your pofterity be blefs'd> 
Or curs'd for ever. 

M Elfe be curs'd for ever. 
E 



It vjtNicr VKtsjuK^^jm. ^^ iv. 

* .t;^ .^V"'' hero's the Hd^ aod wkh't iba fuU di£ 

clofe 
Of all thatthreatPiHyou. iJQeSmstst^fiBj/^ 

Now>.^it«y thiMibaEfbcaaghtinsei. 1.99 

" ^»£.: Wliy^ wJbat a dccadful cajuloguiv of cu^ 
<* throats is hftOQ [ I'S: w^rraab you«. oot qi>^ 9C the^ 
" feMfows bu% has: a; fjifie likc) a Hoo* I. dar«: Qot-ft 
^* mooh a» read Uicut nanus over*'' 

Duie, Give ordfv that all dilig«ot£earch be. made* 
To ieizfe thefe men, ^mui duradbevs am public ;. 
The paper intimates their repdezuous- 
To be at thehoufC'O^a fam-'d Gt^eckn courtezan^ 
Calfd Aquilioa 1 fte that place feciir^d^ 

** j^kii What, my Nkky Nacky t Huny, durr^p F 
«A Nicky Nadty, 10 the pJat-«^lil make a %eech i 
«' Moft noble fenators^ 

*^ What belong appcseheo/ionSi immcr yon on». 
*^ Right, Dobiis^ wife, and truly foJid &DaliQrs» 
** To violate the laws and rights of- nad^ons ? 
«• The lady is a lady of renoMOi.;. 
" 'Tis true, fhe holds a hou&of fair rQCq>ilon, 
** And, tho' I fay't my&lft as many; more 
" Can fay, as well as I--^ 

<< 2 Sen, My lord, long ipeecbes 
" Are frivolous here, whea dangers are fa near us> 
" We all well know your iotereft in that lady ; 2a I 
" The world talks loud on't. 

«< jfnt. Verily I have done } 
" I fay no more. 

« Diih. But, fince he has declat'd 
" Himfelf cotiCt\ti'd, ^t«^, Ca^teii^, take great 
cauuoti 
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•* To treat tbt &ir-OBe 29 becomes her cbarader ; 
** And let her bed-chamber be feardi'd with de- 
cency." 
Yaa, Jaffier, rauft with patience bear till morning 
To be our prifoner. 

J^af. Would the chains of death 
Had bound me (kfe, e*er I had known this minute. 
** Vve done a deed will make my ftory hereafter 
** Quoted ia competition with ail* ill ones : 
** The hiftory of my wickednefi (haJl run 
Down thn/ tiic low tracfitrons of the vnfgar, 
" And boys be taught to tef! the talc of Jaffier." 

Dtth. Captain, withdhrw yoor prifbner. 

Jaf. Sir, if poffible, 239 

Lead me where my own thoughts themfehres may lofc 

me ; 
Where I may doze out what I've left of Kfe, 
Forget myfelf, and this day's guilt and falfehood. 
Cruel remembrance, how (half I I appeafe thee ? 

^Exff guarded: 

OJt, J[fFithout,2 More traitors ; room, room, 
room, make room there. 

Duk. How's this ? guards ! 
Where are our guards ? Shut up the gates, the trea- 

fenV 
Already at our doors. 

Enter Officer* 

Offi, My lords, more traitors, 
SeizM in the Tery a^ of confultation ; 
El 
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FurniHi'd with aims and inflrttmtnts of mifchief. 
Bring in the prifoners* 

Enter PiearE| Renault, TrtEODOUE} Eliot, Re* 
VELLiDO, and Other Conffiratorif in fetters^ 

Pier, You, my lords, and fathers, 
(As you are pleas'd to call yourfelves) of Venice ; 
If you fit here to guide the courfe of juftice. 
Why thefe difgntceful chains, upon the limbs 
That haye fo often laboured in your fervice ? 
Are thefe the wreaths of triumph ye beftow 
On thofe, that bring you conqueil home, and ho* 
nours i 
Duke. Go on ; you (hall be heard, Sir* 
«* Ant, And be hang'd too, 1 hope." 260 

Pier. Are thefe the trophies I've deferv'd for 
fighting 
Your battles with confederated powers ? 
When winds and feas confpir'd to overthrow you ; 
And brought the fleets of Spain to your own har- 
bours ; 
When you, great Duke, flirunk trembling in your 

palace, 
And faw your wife, the Adriatic, plough'd^ 
Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows than yours, 
Stepp'd not I forth, and taught your loofe Venetians 
The tafk of honour, and the way to greatnefs ? 
Rais'd you from your cajntulating fears 
To ftipulate the terms of fu'd-for peace ? 
And th» my recomi^eace I if I'm a traitor, 
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Produce my charge ; or Ihew the wretch that's bafe 
And brave enough, to tell me I*m a traitor. 

Duke. Know you one Jaffier I {^Confp. murmur* 

Pier. Yes, and know his virtue. 
His juftice, truth, his general worth, and fufFerings 
From a hard father taught me firft to love him. 

Enter Jaffier guarded, 

Duie, See him brought forth. 

Pier. My friend too bound ! nay then 28# 

Our fate has conquer'd us, and we muft fall. 
Why droops tlie man whofe welfiire's fo much mine. 
They're but one thing? Thefe reverend tyrants, 

Jaffier, 
Call us traitors. Art thou one, my brother ? 

^af. To thee, I am the falfeft, verieft flave, 
That e'er betray'd a generous, trufting friend, 
And gave up honour to be fure of ruin. 
All our fair hopes, which morning was t' have 

crown'd, 
Has this curs'd tongue overthrown. 

Pier. So, then all's over : 
Venice has loft her freedom, I my life. 
No 4nore ! Farewel I 

Duke. Say ; will you make confeflioa 
Of your vile deeds, and truft the fenate's mercy ? 

Pier. Curs'd be your fenate : curs'd your conftitu- 
tion : 
The curfe of growing ifaftions and divifions. 
Still rex your councils, (hake -^omcc ^xWCvcl-aie.'^^'* 
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And make the rdbts of govcrmneBt yon wear, 
Hateful (0 you, as thefe bafe chain to mt^ 
Duke, Pardon, or death ? 

Pier, Death ! honourable death ! 300 

Ren. Death^s the heft thing we «fk, or you caa 
g^ve, 
Ko (hameful bonds, but honourable death. 

Duke. Break up the council. Captain, guard your 
prifoners. 
JafEcr, you're free, butthefe muft wait fiw judgment. 

lEx.aiithe Semdors. 
Pier. Come, where's my dungeon ? Lead me to 
my ftraw : 
It will not be the firft dme I've lodg'd hard 
To do the fenate fervice. 
Jaf. Hold, one moment. 

Pier. Who's he difputes tl>e judgment of the fenate ? 
Prefumptuous . rebel — on — \^Strikgs Jiafficr. 

Jaf. By Heay'n, you jftir oot ! 
I muft be iie«fd ; I muil have leave to /peak. 
Thou haft difgrac'd me, Pierre, by a rile blow : 
Had not a dagger done thee nobler juftke ? 
But ufe me as thou wilt, diou can'ft not wron^ me. 
For I am fallen beneath the faaitft injuries : 
Yet look upon me with an eye of «crcy, 
. With pity and with charity bebokl «e ; 
'' Shut not diy heart agasnft a fnepd's repentance ;'' 
But, as there dwells a godttke nature in thee, 320 
Liften with mildnefs to my fupplicationa. 
Fter. What Twhudtt^tftoak art thou^ what holy 
ckeat. 
That would'ft inctoacVi \x^otLtK^ cx^^xW ws.^ 
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And caAt'ft thus vilely ? H^f^i I Juow Ute^ iftQt« 
" DifTemble and be nafty." Leave> hypocrite. 

jfrf, NotJtnowme, Pierre4 = • i! 

Fur. No, I know thee not ! What art thou ? 

J/;f* Jaffier, thy iriendy th^ ooce lo?'d. y^^d 
^iendl ; V 

Tho' now deferv'dly fcorn'd, and us'd laoft hardly. 

Pier, Thou Jaffier ! thou, nay once lov'd valu'd 
friend! 
By Heav*ns diou ly'&4 the man (b calld, my frieind, ; ' 
Was generous, hoaeft^ faithful, yjS^ -and vatiaot ; . 
Noble ia niadi and in his periba liively | 
Dear to my eyei^ aad tender to aiy lieait : 
But thou, a wreiiched) bafet felie^ worthless Gowar4,\ 
Poor, even in foul, and loathfome ia thy a(ped ( 
All eyes muft (hun thee, «od all hearts detefl thee; 
Prithee avoid i nor longer citag thus round me, 
Ukt ibmething baneful, that my nature's chill'd at. 

Jaf. I have not wrong'd thee, by thefe tears I 
have tK>t» ,54b 

'* But ftill am hodeft, trae^ and, hope too, valiant ; 
'< My mifid ftiU fall of thee^ tberefere ftill noble. 
*< Let not thy eyes thea ^ttii tne, aor tiiy bean 
*' Deteft me utteriy^ Oh I look tipon mc, 
** Look bick» alid fee my iad» fiocere fufamifion ! 
** How my heart fwellst as e'en 'twould bulrft my 

bofom; 
<< Fond of it» goal» and labduHng to be at tbee. 
^* What fhall I do i whit (kyi to make diet hearing ? 

Pier. Haft thou not wrong'd mc ? Dtr'ft thou call 
thyftlf 
Thgt onct lov'di viWd frkad q£ taVcAt 
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And fwttr thou 6aft not wrong'd me ? Whence thefe 

chains ? 
Whence the vile death which I may meet this mo- 
ment ? 
Whence this difhonour, but from thee, thou falfe one ? 
Jaf* All's true ; yet grant one thing, and I've done 

aiking. 
Ker. What's that? 

yaf. To take thy life, on fuch conditions 
The council have proposed : thou, and thy friends. 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 

Fur, Life ! aik my life ! Confefs ! record m3rfelf 
A villain, for the privilege to breathe I 360 

And carry up and down this curfed city, 
A difcontented and repining fpirit, 
Burthenfome to itfelf, a few years longer ; 
To lofe it, may be, at laft, in a lewd quarrel 
For fome new friend, treacherous and falfe as thou 

art! . 

No, this vile worjd and I have long been jangling, 
And cannot part on better terms than now, 
When only men, like thee, are fit to live in't. 

yqf. By all that's juft 

Pier, Swear by fome other powers. 
For thou haft broke that facred oath too lately. 
yaf. Then, by that hell I merit, I'll no^ leave 
thee, 
Till, to thyfelf, at leaft thou'rt reconcii'd, 
However thy refentment deal with me. 
Pier, Not leave me ! 

yqf. No ; thou ftvaVt. tvox. ioxc.t m^ ^x^m >^<t^. 
U/e me reproachfully, a»A V\>&fc ^ ^w<i \ 
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Tread on me, buffet incy heap wrongs on wrongs 
On my poor head ; I'll bear it all with patience 
Shall weary out thy moft unfriendly cruelty : 3 80 

Lie at thy feet, and kifs 'em, tho' they fpum me ; 
Till wounded by my fufferings, thou relent. 
And raife me to thy arms, with dear forgiveneis. 

Pier. Art thou not 

Jaf. What > 
Fter. A traitor ? 
>/. Yes. 
Pier. A villain. 
Jaf. Granted. 

Pier. A coward, a moft fcandalous coward ; 
Spiritlefs, void of honour ; one who has fold 
Thy everlafting fame, for fhamelefs life ! 

Jaf. All, all, and more, much more : my faults 

are numberlefs. 
Pier. And would'fl thou have me live on terms 
like thine ? 

Bafe, as thou'rt falfe ^ — 

Jaf. No ; *tis to me that's granted : 
The fa£ety of thy life was all I aim'd at. 
In recompence for ^th and tnift fo broken. 

Pier. I fcorn it more, becaufe preferv'd by thee ; 
And, as when firfl my fooUfh heart took pity 400 

On thy misfortunes, fought thee in thy miferies, 
Reliev'd thy wants, and rais'd thee from the ftate 
Of wretchednefs, in which thy fate had plung'd thee, 
To rank thee in my lift of noble friends ; 
All I received, in furety for thy truth, 
Were unregarded oaths, and this, this dagger^ 
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Gii^a witfi « <w«irtiiie£i fkdge, ^dion £nce haft floFfl ; 

So 1 reil«re it bock to dm again ; 

SveariDg by all thofe pow^8 vtbich tboii kafi ri- 

olioedy 
Never from this cursed hour to bold comiminion, 
Priea^Miipi or iotcreft, with thcc» tho^ our yetrs 
Were to exceed thofe limited the workL 
Take it — farewel — ^for now I owe thee ocdunp 
Jaf* Say thou wilt live then. 
Fletn For my life, difpofe it 
Juft as thou wilt, becaufe 'tis what I'm tir'd with. 
Jaf. Oh, Pierre I 
Pier. No more. 

Jaf, My eyes wos't lofe tbe fight of tbee» 
But languiih after thee, and ache with gasing* 420 
Fter* Leave nie*-Nay» thea thus, thus I throw thee 
from me ; 
Aad cur&s^ great as is thy &llhood, ealch thee. [^. 

Jaf. Amen. 
He's gone, my father, fnend, prefervcr. 
And hele's the portion he has left me : 

[HMt the daggar vf. 
This dagger. Well reroember'd ! with this dagger, 
1 gave a foleoui vow of dire importance ; 
- Parted with this, and Belvidera together. 
Have a care, mem'ry, drive that thoi^t no iartker : 
No, I'll efteem it, as a friend's laft legacy; 
Treafure it ap within this wretched bofonxt 
Where it may grow acqoaintcd with my heart. 
That when dicy meet, tliey ftart not from each oAer. 
So DOW for thinkiiag;-- A. blow> call'd traitor, villain, 
Cowardy di{hoxio\aiX^\t ctrw^^ s ^o^^^^^X 



AtT IV. VIRICE PRESERVED. ft 

^ Oh ( for 1 ioDg foimd &ep^ and (b ftifet tt" 
DowB^ bttfy defil 1 

£itAr BeLyidbaju 

-fff/. Whither fhaU I fly ? 
Where hide me and my miferie$ together > 
Where's now the Roman conftancy t boAfted ? 440 
Sunk into trembling fears and defperation> 
Not daring to look up to that dear face 
Which us'd to fmile, ev'n on my faults ; but, down. 
Bending thefe mifefable eyes on earth, 
Muft move in penance, and implore much metcy. 
Jaf. Mercy! kind Heav'n has furely endlefs 
ftores, 
Hoarded for thee, of bleffings yet tlntafted : 
** Let wretches, loaded hard ^vlth gullt, a^ 1 am, 
** Bow with the weight, and groan beneath the bur- 
then, 
" Creep with a remnant of that ftrength theyVt left 
** Before the footftool of that Heav*n they've in- 

jur'd. 
Oh, Belvidera I I'm the wretched'ft creature 
E'er crawl'd on earth. *• Now, if thOu^ft virtue, help 

me 
" Take me into thy artos, and fpeak the words of 

peace 
" To my divided foul, that Wars within me,. 
•« And raifes every fenfe to my confufion S ' 
^* By Heav'n, I'm tottering on the very Vink 
^^ Of peace, and thou art aJl the hold Pye left. . 
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** Be!. Alas! I know thy forrows arc moil mighty: 
** I know thou'il caufe to mourn, to mouni» my 
Jaffier, 460 

** With endlefs cries, and never-ceafing wailing : 
« Thou'ft loft 

" y^f' ^^ • ^ ^*^^ ^°^ ^^** ^^^ ^ comited ;*' 
My friend too» Belvidera, that dear friend. 
Who, next to thee, was all my health rcjoic'd in. 
Has us'd me like a flave, fliamcfully us'd me : 
Twould break thy pitying heart to hear the ftory. 
** What (hall I dp ? Refentment, indignation, 
" Love, pity, fear, and mem'ry how I've wrong'd 

him 
" Diftraft my quiet with the very thought on't, 
** And tear my heart to pieces in my bofbm. 

Bel. What has he done ? 

« Jaf. Thou'dft hate me, fhould I tell thee. 

« Bel. Why ? 

" Jaf, Oh ! he has us'd me ! yet, by Heav'n, I 
bear it; ^ 

'* He has us'd me, Belvidera, but firft fwear, 
" That when I've told thee, thou wilt not loath me 

utterly, 
«* Tho* vileft blots, and ftains appear upon me ; 
•* But ftill, at leaft with charitable goodnefs, 
« Be near me in the pangs of my affiidion ; 480 

" Nor fcorn me, Belvidera, as he has done, 

" B(l. ftave I then e'^r been falfe, that now I'm 
doubted? 
« Speak, what's the caufe I'm grown into diftruft > 
" Why thought unfit to hear my loVe^s complaining ? 
">/ Oh I 
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« Bd. TcU me. 

" Jaf- Bear my failings, for they're many. 
** Oh, my dear angel ! in that friend, I've loft 
*' All my foul'8 peace ; for ev'ry thought of him 
** Strikes my fenfe hard, and deads it in my brains ! 
*5 Would'ft thou believe it ? 

''Bel. Speak. 

" Jaf- Before we parted, 
£'re yet his guards had led him to his prifon, 
Full of fevereft forrows for his fufferings, 
With eyes overflowing, and a bleeding heart, 
*' Humbling myfelf , almoft beneath my nature. 
As at his feet I kneePd and fu'd for mercy, 
'' Forgetting all our friendfhip, all the deamefs, 
** In which we've liv'd fo many years together, 500 
With a reproachful hand he daih'd a blow : 
He flruck me, Belvidera ! by Heav'n, he ftruck me ! 
Buffeted, call'd me traitor, villain, coward. 
Am I a Coward ? Am I a villain ? Tell me : 
Thou'rt the beft judge, and mad'ft me, if 1 am fo ? 
Damnation ! Coward ! 

BeL Oh ! forgive him, Jaffier ; 
And, if his fufferings wound thy heart already. 
What will they do to-morrow ? 

Jaf. Ah ! 

BeL To-morrow, 
When thou (halt fee him ftretch'd in all the agonies 
Of a tormenting and a fliameful death ; 
His bleeding bowels, and his broken limbs, 
Infultcd o'er, by a vile butchering villain ! 
WJiat will thy heart do then ? Oh I fure 'twill ftresim^ 
hike my eyes now. 
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*Jaf. What means thy dreadful ftory \ 
Dea^ ind to^mormw ! Broken limbs md bowels ! 
<* Infulted o'er by t tile butobering tiiiaia ( 520 
<* By all my fears, 1 fball fbrt out: to madnefs 
** With barely gucfliBg, if the truth's hid teftger," 

Bel The faithlefs fenators, 'ds they^ve decreed it : 
They fay, according to our friends* requefty 
They fhall have death, and not igaoUe bondage : 
Declare their promw'd mercy all is forfeited : 
Falfe to their oaths, and deaf to interce(&on> 
Warrants art pafi'd for pubKc death to-ifiorrow. 

Jcf. Death ! doom'd to die! condcnmMtmheard! 
unpleaded ? 

Bel. Nay, cruePft racks and torments are pre- 
paring 
To force confcffion from their dying pangs. 
Oh ! do not look fo terribly upon me ! 
How yoar lips (hake, and all your &ce difoider'd ! 
What means my lore ? 

Jtf. Leave me, I charge thee, Ictte me— — - 
Strong temptations 
Wake in my heart. 

BiU For what? 

Jaf. No more, but leB"fC me. 

Bel Why? 

Jaf. Oh ! by Heav'n, 1 lov« thee with that fbnd- 

nefS) 

I would not have tbee ftay a moment longer 

Near thefe curs'd hands x Are they not cold upon tbee ! 

\FiJb ilk Dag^iT half ma of hit Bdfstnf 

4ndfuiiUimk ^n. 
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BeL No» everlaftiog aunfort's iii diy trmi. 
To lean thus on thy bretft^ is fofter eafe 
Than downy pillows, dodJd with leaves <yf rofe. 
Jd^T. Alas I thott thmk'ft not cf the thorns 'tis fillM 
ivith: 
Fly, e'er they gall due. There's a krking ferpent 
. Heady to leap» and ^og thee to the heart : 
Art thou Dot teirify'd f 
BeL No. 

Jaf. Call to mind 
What thou haft done» and whtther thoa haft brought 
me« 
BiL Hah I 

^af. Where's ny frtend ? my fiienc^ ^n fimliHg 
mifchief ! 
Nay, fhrink not, now 'tis too late ; ^^ thou ihould'ft 

have fled 
^ When thy guilt firft had caufe ;" for dire revenge 
Is up, and raging for my friend* He groans ! 
Hark, how he groans ! his fereaihs are in my ears 
Already ; fee, they've fix'd him (m the wheel. 
And now they tear hifia*— Muider ! Perjur'd fenate ! 
Murder — Oh !— Hark thee, traitrefs, thou haft done 

this! 
Thanks to thy tears, and falfe perfuading love. 
How her eyes fpeak ! Oh, thou bewitching creature ! 
[^FmnbUtig for his dt^ggir. 
Madnefs can't hurt thee. Come, thou little trem«> 

bier, 
Creep even into my beart, and there lie fafe ; 
'Tis thy own citadel— rHah—yet ftand o£ 
Hear'nAwfthave jnfticei ^* a&dm) Vc^taBLtw«% * 
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** Will fink me elTe beneath its reaching nuercy." 
I'll wink, and then 'tis done— — 

BeL What means the lord 
Of me, my life, and love ? What's in thy bcrfbrn. 
Thou grafp'ft at fo ? ** Nay, why am I thus treated ? 
^Draws fife dagger and offers tojiah her. 
« What wilt thou do ?" Ah ! do not kill me, Jafficr : 
*^ Pity thefe panting breafts, and trembling limbs, 
*^ That us'd to dafp thee when thy. looks were 

milder, 
** That yet hang heavy on my unpurg'd foul ; 
** And plunge it not into eternal darknefs. 

Jaf. Know, Belvidera, when we parted laft» 
I gave this dagger with thee, as in truft. 
To be thy portion if I e'er prov'd falfe. 530 

On fuch condition, was my truth believ'd : 
But now 'tis forfeited, and mufl be paid for. 

{Offfri tojiabjiter agam. 

Bel. Oh ! Mercy ! Kneermg. 

Jaf. Nay, no ibuggling. 

£eJ. Now then, kill me, 

J[Leapi OH bis neck, andktffes hinu 
While thas I cling about thy cryel neck, 
Kifs thy revengeful lips, and die in joys 
Greater than any I can guefs hereafter. 

Jdf. I am, I am, a coward, witnefs Heav'n, 
Witnefs it, earth, and every being witnefs : 
'Tis but one blow ! yet by immortal love, 
1 cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee. 

. \Jie throws awa^ tbedc^er^ and embraces her.'\ 
The feal of Provuktic^ U Cure n^n thee \ 
Ajid thou wen botn (ot ^tt Nod^^^^-^all hi^iaj^v 
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Oh ! thou wert either born to fave or damn me. 
By all the power that'* given me o'er my foul, 
By thy refiiUeis tears and conquering fmiles, 
*• By the viftorious love, that ftill wait* on thee ;'' 
Fly to thy cruel father, fave my friend, 
Or all our future quiet's loft for ever. 609 

Fall at his feet, cling round his revVend knees, 
Speak to him with thy eyes, and with thy tears. 
Melt his hard heart, and wake dead nature in him, 
Crufh him in th' arms, torture him with thy foft- 

nefs ; 
Nor till thy prayers are granted, fet him free. 
But conquer him, a? thou haft conquer'd me. 



ACTFf SCENE I. 

An Apartment in Priuli'/ Hwfe. Enter VtiiVLt fiiu. 

PriuJL 

Why, cruel Hcav'n, have my unhappy days 

Been lengthen'd to this fad one ? Oh I difhonour 

And deathlefs infamy is fallen upon me. 

Was it my fault ? Am I a traitor ? No. 

But then, my only child, my daughter wedded \ 

There my hcH blood runs fo\i\| an4 ^ ^\l<^'£^ 
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Incurable has feit'id mp(fu my mesmoiy. 

To make it rot a»d iHwk to aftcr.4Kgt$. 

'< Curfl be the £ita^ minute iv^en i gocker ; 

" Or woU'd that Td been any thing bnt man, 

** And rais'd an iffiic which would ne'er have wrong'd 

me. 

_• 

*• The rRiicrable creatures (wan excepted) 
" Are not the Icfs cfteemM, tho' theirpoftcrity 
** Degenerate from the virtues of their fadiers : 
** The viieft beafh are happy in their o^sprii^, 
** While only man gets traitors, whores, and villains. 
*' Curs'd be the fuones, and fome fwift bkrw from 

faie 
** Lay this head deep, where mine may be forgotten.'* 

Enter Belvidera, iu a long mourning veil. 

Bel He's there, my father, my inhuman father, 
That for three years has left an only child 20 

Expos 'd to aM the outr^es of fate, 
And cruel rnki !■ eh 

Pri, What child of forrow 
An thoa, thitcomeft wtapt in weeds of ftdntTs, - 
And mov'ft as if thy fteps were tow'rds a grave ? 

BeL A wretch who £pom the very top of happi- 
nefs 
Am falPn into the loweft depths of mifery, 
And^ant your pitying hand to raife me up agdn. 

" Pri. Indeed thou talk*ft as ihou hadft tafttd 
forrows 5 
** Would I co\Ad VAj ^^^\ 
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** Bel 'Tis ^eady in your power ; 
^ Tkc world too Ijpeaks yoKi chariuUe ; and I, 
** Who ne'er afk'd alms before, in that dear hope, 
" Am corac a begging to you, Sk. 
•* For what ? 

" BeL Oh i well regard me, ib this Toice a ftraage 
one ? 
'^ Confider too, when beggars once pretend 
** A cafe likie mine, m> Itttk will content 'eno." 

-Pri. What would'ft thou beg for ? 

-ff^/. Pity and forgivenefs. \Thro*3t)t up her veiL 
By the kind tender names of child and &tber, 4 1 

Hear my complaints, and take me to your love. 

Pri. My daughter ! 

BeL Yes, your daughter, ** by a mother 
'' Virtuous and ooUe, faithful to ycxur hoooBr» 
** Obedient to your wiil, kind to your wiAes, 
** Dear to your jarios. By all the joys (he gave you, 
'^ When im her bkxwniaig years iflie was your trea- 

fiiire, 
<< Looikldftdly onfBcj la my face bdiold 
*< The lifiearaeats of her*s you've ki6'd (0 ofteii» 
** Pleaduig the caiife^ your poor caft-off child. 

** Pri, Thou art ifty daughter, 

« BeL Yes'*— and you've o& toid mc. 
With fmiles of lov« mi diafte paternal Jcifles» 
I'd much r^emblance^f my mother. 

« Pri. Oh ! 
«< Jiad'ft thou JBherited her matdilefi Tiitoes, 
** Pad been too blefs'd. 

**^e/. Nijr, doaotcafltoroifMMir) 
'' My di&bcdience j b^ ht pix^ «t« ^ 
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** Into your heart, and quite deface th' impreffion. 
" Fof could you think how mine's perplex'd, what 

fadnefsy 
*' Fears and defpairs diftradt the peace within me, 
*' Oh ! you would take me in yoiw: dear, dear arms, 
«* Hover with ftrong eompaifion o'er your young 

one, 
*' To (helter me with a proteding wing 
<' From the black gather'd ftorm, that's jufl, juS 
breaking. 
Pn. Don't talk thus. 

Bei. Yes, I muft ; and you muft hear too. 
I have a hufband. 
PrL Damn him. 
Bel. Oh! do not curfe him ; 
He would not fpeak fo hard a word towards you 
On any terms, howe'er he deals with me. 
Pri. Ha ! what means my child ? 
*' Bfl, Oh ! there's but this fhort moment 
«' 'Twixt me and fate i yet fend me not with curfes 
«' Down to my grave ; afford me one kind bleffing 
** Before we part i jufb take me in your arms, 
" And recommend me with a prayer to HeaVn, 80 
'* That I may die in peace ; and when I'm dead— 
** PrL How my foul's catch'd I 
" BeL Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
«' By the dear afhcs of my tender mother. 
<* She would have pity'd me, had fate yet lpar*d her. 
** Pri. By Heav'n, my aching heart fbrebodea muck 
tn\tc\\\rf\ 
« Tell me thy ftorf ^ &k Ymtt^^liJ^x, 
« BcU lio; I'm caa\.tix\«^» 
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" Pri. Speak. 
** BeL No matter. 
« Pru Tell me : 
« By yon blefs'd Heav'n, my heart runs o'er with 
fondnefs. 
*« Bel. Oh ! 
« Pri. Utter't. 

Bel. Oh ! my hu(band» my dear hufband^ 
Carries a dagger in his once kind bofom^ 
To pierce the heart of your poor Belvidenu 
Pri Kill thee! 

Bel. Yes, kill me. When be pafs'd his faith 
And covenant againft your ftate and fenate, lOO 

He gave me up a hoflage for his truth i 
With me a dagger and a dire commiiEony 
Whene'er he fiul*d, to plunge it thro' thislx)fom* 
I learnt the danger, chofe the hour of love 
T' attempt his heart, and bring it back to honoun 
Great love prevail'd, and blefs'd me with fuccefs f 
He came, confefs'd, betray'd his deareft friends 
For promised mercy. Now they Ve doom'd to fufFer, 
Gall'd with remembrance of what then was fworn. 
If they are loft, he vows t' appeafe the gods 
With this poor life, and mdkt my blood th' atone* 
ment* 
Pru Heav'nsl 

^* Bel. Think you faw what pafs'd at our laft part- 
ing: 
<• Think you beheld him like a raging Hon, 
" Pacing the earth, and tearing up his fteps, 
** Fate in his eyes, and roaring with the ^^ti 
" Ofbarmng fury : think yo* &.vi Via QtL^X^a-^ 
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•* FixM on my throaty whilft the extended other 
" Grafp'd a keen threat'ning dagger : Oh !' 'twas 

thus 
"- Wc laft einbtae*dy vrhens tremWing: with revenge 
*^ He dragg'd me to the ground, and at my bofom 
** Prefented horrid death. Cry'd out, my friends, 
" Where are my friends ? fwore, wept, rag'd, threat- 
ened; Jov'dv 
** For yet he lov*d, and riiat dear love proferv'd me 
** To this laft trial of » fether^s ptty. 
** I fear not death ; but cannot bear a thougjit 
"That that dbar hand fhould do^ A^ unfriendlf of- 
fice." 
If I was eveu. then y«ir care, now hear me ; 
Fly to the feiiate> lafe the promised lives 
Of hi8 dear friends, ere mitte be made the fiicrifice. 

Pri. Oh, my heart's eomfbrt ! rji 

BeJi, Will you not, my fatfier ? 
Weq><not, butan&mpme. 

PnV By HeaVn 1 wilt. 
Not one of them but what (half be immortal. 
Caniik thou forgive me all my follies paft ^ 
111 henceforth be indeed a father ; never. 
Never more thus expofe, but cheri(h diee. 
Dear as the vital warmth that feeds my life, 139 
Dear as thefe eyes that weep in fondnefs o'ep thee : 
Peace to thy heart. Farewel* 

BeL Go, and remember, 
'Tis Belvidera's life hei* father pl(sad% for. 

^Mkeuni fiveraffjf. 
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Eniet Antonio, 

•' Hum, hum, ha ? 

*' Signer Priuli, my lord Priuli, my lord, my lord, 
'^ my lord. Now we lords love to call one another 
•' by our titles. My lord, my lord, my lord, — Pox 
" on him, 1 am a lord as well as he. And fo let 
♦* him fiddle— Pll warrant him he's, gone to the fe- 
•* nate-houfe, and Til be there too, fboa enough 
*• for fomebody. Odd' — here's a tickling ({)eech 
*• about the pfot ; 111 prove there's a plot with a 
" ^ngeance, — woidd I had it without book ; let me 

" f^e 

" Moft reverend fenators, 
•* That there is a plot,, furely by this time na man 
'' that hath eyes or underi^nding in his head, will 
" prefiime to doubt j 'tis as plain ae the light in the 
*' cucumber — no — hold there — cucumber docs not 
^* come in yet — 'tis as plain as the light in the fun, 
" or as the man in the moon, eren at noon-day» 
" It is indieed, a pumpkin-plot, which, juft as it 
" was mellow, we have gathered, and now* we have 
" gathered it, prepared and drefledit, (hall wethrov 
*' it like ar pickled cucumber out of the window I No: 
*^ that it is not only a bloody^ horrid, execraUe, 
*' damnable, and audacious plot : but it is, as I may 
** fo fay, a faucy plot 2 and we all know, moft re- 
«' verend fathers ; that which is fauce for a goofe is 
«' fauce for a gander t therefore, I fay, as thofe 
•* blood-thirfty ganders of the confpiracy would have 
« deftroyed us gcefe of the fenate^ \tX \» tcc!kt.\!a^^ 
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" to deftroy them ; fo I humbly move for hanging— 
•• Hah ! hurry durry, — I think this will do ; though 
" I was fomething out at firft, about the fun and the 
«* cucumber» 

Enter Aq^Hina. 

*' jlqm^ Good morrowy feoator. 

" Ant. Nacky, my dear Nacky j morrow, Nacky^ 
" odd I am very brifk, very merry, very pert, very 
•' jovial — ^ha a a a a — kifs me, Nacky ! how doft thou 
'* do, my little tory rory ftrumpet ? Kifs me, I (ay, 
•* huffy, kifs me. 480 

** AquL Kifs me, Nacky ! hang you. Sir coxcomb; 
•* hang you. Sir. 

*« Ant. Haity taity, is it fo indeed ? With ail my 
«* heart, faith--/firy, then up go we* Faith, iey — iien 
*' up go wCi dum dum derum dumju \,Smgu 

«' Aqut. Signor. 

** Ant. Madona. 

** Aqui. Do you intend to die in your bed i 

^* Ant. About threefcore years hence much may be 
*' done, my dean 

•' Aqui. You'll be hang'd, Signof. 

" Ant. Hang'd, fweet-heart, pr'ythee be quiet ; 
'* hangM quoth-a ; that's a merry conceit mxh all my 
" heart ; why thou jok'ft, Nacky ; thou art given to 
*' joking, I'll fwear. . Well, I proteft, Nacky, nay I 
** muft protefb, and will protefl^ that I love joking 
*' dearly. And 1 love thee for joking, and I'll kifs 
" thee for joking, and towfe thee for joking ; and 
" odd, I have a 4^N\\\ftwm\w<i xo \»kt \.\aa^ afide about 
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'^ that bufinefs for joking too, odd I hare ; and Hpff 
'^ then up luegOf dum dum derum dump. [j^fx* 

'' jlqui See you thisi Sir ? [^Draws a Dagger. 
" Ant, O laud» a daogej 1 Oh, laud ! it is na- 
** turally my aver(]on» I caauot endure the Gght 
'' on't; hide it for Heaven's fake ; I cannot look 
" that way tiU it be gone — hide it, hide it, oh ! oh ! 
•* hide it. 

'' jlqui, Yesy in your heart I'll hide it. 

'^ Ant, My heart! what hide a dagger in my heart's 

blood! 
'* Jgui. Yes, in thy heart, thy throat, thou pam- 
pered devil ; 
** Thou haft help'd to fpoil my peace, and I'll have 
^ vengeance 

•* On thy curs'd life, for all the bloody fenate, 
.** The perjur'd faithlefs fenate. Where's my lord, 
" My haj^inefs, my love, my god, my hero, 
" Doom'd by thy accurfed tongue, among the reft, 
*' T' a (hamefid rack ? By all the rage that's io me« 
'^ I'll be whole years in murdering thee* 

*« Arit^ Why, Nacky, 
^* Wherefore fo paffionate ? What have I done i 
•• What's the matter, my dearNacky ? Am not I thy 
*' love, thy happinefs, thy lord, thy hero, thy fenatoff 
*' and every tiling in the world, Nacky ? 42 z 

. *' Aqw. 7 hou ! think'ft thou, thou art fit to meet 

my joys : 
••' To bear the eager clafps of my embraces ? 
•• Give me my Pierre, or — 
F 
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*^ i*f/i Why, he's to be hang'd, little Nacky ; 
" Trufs'd up fbr tf«Albo and fo forth, child. 

*« jlqai. ThOtt ly'ft ; ftop down thy throat that 
heiliih fentbndey 
" Or *6s thy hft : f#earthat my love ihall lire, 
«* Or thou art dead. 

** Jhf. Ah ! h h h- 

'^ j^qui. Swear to recall his doom ; 
•' Swear at my feet, and trirable at my fiiry. 

'< j/int. I do ! Now if fhe woilld but kick a fitde 
" bit : one kick now, Ah ! h h h. 

** ^qai. Swear of-*— 

** yint. I do by thefe dear fragrant foots and little 
" toes, fwcet ai c c e ej my Nafcky, Nacky, Nacky, 
'< faith and troth. 

" Aqvi. How ! 435 

** AiU. Nothing but untie thy (hoe-ftrings a little, 
*' that's all, \hzx\ all, as I hope to live, Nacky, that's 
*' all, aU. 

•' Aqni. Nay, then— • 

" AnL Hold ; hold ; thy lovt, thy lord, thy h«ro, 
** fhall be preferv'd and fafe. 

*' jiqui. Or may this poniard 
*' Ruft in thy heart. 

'* Ant. With all my foul. 

** AquL Farewel. ^Exit. 

•■ Ant. Adieu. Why, what a bloody-minded, in- 
** veterate, termagant ftrumpet, have 1 been plagued 
«• with I Oh ! h h ! Yet no more ! nay, then 1 die, 
« I die~rm dead ahready." {SiretSes Umfeffwt. 
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SCENE II. 



A Garden, Enter Jaffier. 

Jaf, Final deftrudlion feize on all the world. 
Bend down ye heav'nsy and fhutting round this earthy 
Cru(h the vile globe into its firft confufion ; 
^* Scorch it with elemental flames to one curs'd cin« 

der, 
** And all us little creepers in*t, callM men, 
** Burn, bum to nothing : but let Venice bum, 
" Hotter than all the reft : Here kindle hell, 460 
** Ne'er to extinguifh ; and let fouls hereafter 
'* Groan here, in all thofe pains which mine feels 
now." 

Enter Belvidera. 

Bel. My life \_Mee^g him. 

Jaf. My plague [Turning from her, 

Beh Nay, then I fee my min. 
If I muft die ! 

« Jaf. No, death's this day too bufy ; 
** Thy father's ill-tim'd mercy came too late. 
<< I thank thee for thy labours though; and him too : 
" But all my poor, betrayed, unhappy friends, 
*< Have fummons to prepare for fate's black hour; 
« And yet I live. 

¥2 
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^ Bel. Thca.be the next my doom : 
" I fee, thou haft pafs'd my fentence in thy heart, 
** And 111 no longer weep, or plead againft it, 
^* But with the humbleft, moft obedient patience, 
*' Meet thy dear hands and kifs 'em when they wound 

me. 
" Indeed I'm willing, but I beg thee do it 
*• With fome remorfe ; and when thou giv'ft the 

blow, 
" View me with eyes of a relenting love, 480 

" And (hew me pity, for 'twill fweeten jufticc." 

<* Jaf, Shew pity to thee ! 

" Bel. Yes ; and when thy hands, 
'* Charged with my fate, come trembling to the deed, 
** As thou haft done a thoufand thouland times 
** To this poor breaft, when kinder rage hath brought 

thee, 
'* When our ftung hearts have leap'd to meet each 

other, 
" And melting ki/Tes feal'd our lips together ; 
*• When joys have left me gafjping in thy arms : 
" So let my death come now, and 1*11 not fiiriak 
frora't," 

Jaf. Nay, Belvidera, do not fear my cruelty, ^ 
Nor let the thoughts of death perplex thy fancy ; 
But anfwer me* to what I fhall demand. 
With a firm temper and unfhaken fjpirit. 

BeL I will, when I've done weeping — 

yaf. Fie, no more on't 
How long Wi fince t,bat miferable day 
Wc wedded trft. 

Bel. Oh\hVi\ 
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Jaf, Nay, keep in thy tears, 500 

Left tliey unman me too. 

BeL Heav'n knows I cannot ; 
The words you utter found fo very fadJy, 
The ftreams will follow — 

Jaf. Come, I'll kifs 'em dry then. 

BeU But was't a miferable day ? 

'Jaf. A curs'd one* 

Bd. I thought it otherwife; and you\'e often 
fwom, 
'< In the tranfporting hours of warmefl love, 
•* When fure you (poke the truth, you've fworn,' 
you blefs'd it. 

Jaf. 'Twas a rafh oath. 

BeU Then why am 1 not curs'd too \ 

Jaf. No, Belvidera } by th' etenial truth, 
I doat with too much fondnefs. 

Bel, StiUfokind! 
Still then do you love me I 

Jaf. " Nature in her workings, 
'' Inclines not with more ardour to creation, 
** Than I do now towards thee :'' Man ne'er was 

blefs'd, 
Since the firft pair met, as I have been. 520 

BeL Then fure you will not curfe me ? 

Jaf. No, I'll blefs thee. 
I came on purpofe, Belvidera, to blefs thee, 
'Tis now, I think, three years, we've liv'd together? 

BeL And may no fatal minute ever part us. 
Till, reverend grown for age and love, we go 
Down to one grave, as oxa laft bed, together ; 
There Qeep In peace, till aA ettttv^Vmomvcv^i^ 
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*' Jaf. When will that be ? [%%. 

" Bel, I hope^ long ages hence. 

" Jaf. Havfe I not hitherto, (I beg thee tell me 
«' Thy very fears) us'd thee with tendei^ft love ? 
** Did e'er my foul rife up in wrath againft thee ? 
•' Did I e'er frown when Belvidera fmil'd ? 
" Or by the leaft unfriendly word, betray 
•* Abating paffion ? have I ever wrong'd thee ? 

** Bel No. 

** Jaf, Has my heart, or have my eyes, e'er wan- 
dered 
•• To any other woman ? 

" Bel. Never, never — I were the worft of falfe 
ones, fhould I accufe thee. 540 

♦* I own, I've been too happy, blefs'd above 
<« My fex's charter.'* 

Jaf, Did I not fay, I came to bkfs thee ? 

Bel You did. 

Jaf Then hear m;, bounteous Hcav'n : 
Pour down your bleifings on this beauteous head. 
Where evcrlafting fweets arc al^vay8 springing, 
With a continual giving hand : let peace. 
Honour, and fafety, always hover round her \ 
Feed her with plenty ; Jet her eyes ne'er fee 
A fight of forrow, nor her heart know mourning \ 
Crown all her days with joy, her nights with reft, 
Harmlefs as her own thoughts 5 and prop her vir- 
tue. 
To bear the lofs of one that too rawch lov'd ; 
And comfort her with patience in our parting. 

Bel Hovr \ Paxutv^^ ^wtva^l 
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Jaf. Yes, for ever partiog ; . y ■'. H 

Ihavefworn, Belvidera, by yon h^a?'pt, . .W 
That beft can tell how much I lofe to l^yf^th^r^ \' 
We part this hour for ever. . 5(8^1 

Bel. O! callback ... .... - ...j 

Your cruel bleffing ; ftay with me aod i;|irfe nif« ' ' 

" Jaf. No, 'tis refolv'd. • : i 

** BcL Then hear me too, juft Heav'Q : .u'l 

" Pour down your curfes on this wrctchMhead, 
«' With never-ceafmg vengeance ; let defyair» • ^. 
*^ Danger and infamy, nay all, furround me ; , ' ' > 

*< Starve me with wantings ; let my eyes ne'er fee 
" A fight of comfort, nor my heart know pc^c?.; • 
'' But dafh my days with forrow, nigjlts wi|h l¥^HQf$f 
" Wild as my own thoughts now« and let lpf>ff ftify*.! 
<< To make me mad enough for what I lof^, . . 4 

" If I muft Ipfc him. If I mufti I will not, .rO. 
*« Oh i turn and hear me ?" I 

Jaf. Now held, heart, or newer, . - : , v ./A 

Bei. By all th« tender days we've liv'^tDgedi«f^ r 

«< By all OUT charming nights^ and joys^^t orowi^d 

»em,-" ■ '■ . ' -v. -.'fir 

Pity my fad condition ; fpeak, butfpcfik, r ' ■' 

Jaf. Ohihh! 

Beii By thefe Jkrms, tliat now cling rpund tb]^ 
neck, ' ,. : 

" By this dear kifs, and by ten thoufaiKi more," , 
By thefe poor ftrcaming eyes — 5B2 

Jaf Mwdetl iiahpld ns : . 
By th' immortal deftiny that doom'd me ; 

To this cursed minute;, 1*11 not Vvjt OTv^\at^^ \ 
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Rdblre to let mc go, or fte me fall 

** Bit. Hold^ Sir, be patient." 
Jrf. Hark, the difmal bdl [Pafing SiS tails. 

Tolls out for death ! I muft- attend its call too ; 
For my poor friend, my dying Pierre^ expects me : 
He fent a meffiige to require I'd fee him 
Before he dy'd, and take his hft forgivenefs. 
Farewel, forever. ' 

Bei. Leare thy dagger ivith me, 
Bequeath me fomething«-«Not one kifs at parting ; 
Oh ! my poor heart, when wik thou break ? 

[Gofi^ outf looks hack at him, 
Jaf. Yet ftay : 
We hate a child, as yec a tedder infant ; 
Be ^ kind raotherto Jbira when I'm gone ; * 

Breed him in virtue, and the paths of honour, 600 
But never let him know his father's ftory ; 
I charge thee, guard him from the wrongs my fi^ 
May do his foture fortune, or his name. 
Now— Hsetver yet — Ij^oaeihig uui other. 

Ob I that my arms were riveued 
Thus round thee ever I But my friend t my oath I 
This, and no more. IKifither. 

Beh Another, fure another, 
For that poor little one you've ta'en fuck care of, 
I'll giv't him truly. 

Jaf. So now fitrewel. ; 

' BeL For ever ? 

Jaf. Heav'n knows for ever (! all good angels guard 

thee. . ., l£Mt. 

Bel. AM ill ones fure had charge of me this mo- 

\ n^Dt: .J . ' : .'....-• - / ■ • * 
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Curs^iTbe my daysy and doubly curs'd my oights, 

'* Whidi I muft now moom out in widow'd tears ; 

" Blafted be every herb^ and fruity and tree ; 

«« Curs'd be the rain that fidls upon the earth, 

** And may the general curfe reach man and beaft.'' 

Oh f give me daggers, fire or water : 620 

How I coold bleed, how bum, how drown, the 

waves 
Huzzing and booming round my finking head. 
Till I defcended to the peaceful bottom ! 
Oh ! there's all quiet, here all rage and fury : 
The ait's too thin, and pierces my weak brain ; 
I long for thick fubftantial fleep : Hell ! hell ! 
Burfl: from the centre, rage and roar aloud, 
If thou art half fo hot, fo mad as I am. 

" Enter Priuli, and Servants. 

" Who's there ? [ They/eize her. 

** hrt. Run, feize, and bring her fafely home ; 
** Guard her as you would life : Alas, poor creature ! 
*< BeL What to my hufband ! then condudt me 
quickly I . 
'< Are all things ready; Shall we die moft glorioufly ? 
** Say not a word of this to my old father : 
<' Murmuring ftreams, foft (hades, and ipringing 

. flowers I 
^ Lutes, laurels, feas of milk, and fliips of amber. 

\^Ex0unL 
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SCENE III. 



Openifigi dybovcn a fatffold^ and a vthed prepared fitr 
the Execution o/Tierre ; then enter ofieer^ Pierre, 
and Guards', ** a Friar" Executioner^ and a great 
Rabble. 

" Offi. Rooniy room there — ^fland all by, make 
" room for the prifoner." 

Pier. My friend not come yet f 

*• Fri. Why are you fo obftinate ? 640 

** Pier. Why you fo troublefome, that a poor 
wretch can't die in peace, 
** But you, like ravens, will be croaking round him — 

« Fri. Yet Heav'n 

** Pier. 1 tell thee, Hcav'n and I are friends : 
** I ne'er broke peace with't yet, by cruel murders^ 
** Rapine, or perjury, or vHe deceiving ; 
** But liv*d in moral juftice towards all men : 
** Nor am a foe to the moft llrong believers, 
•• However my own (hort-fighted faith confine me. 

** Fri. But an all-feciog judge 

** Pier. Yon fay my. confcience 
*' Muft be my .accufcr ; I have feaixh'd that con- 
fcience, 
" And find no records there of crimes that fcar€ mc. 

" Fri. 'Tis ftrangc, you ihould want faith. 
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" Ker, You >yanjt tp le^d . . , 

" My r^aion bHp^-foldl, like a hamper'd Hon, 
" Checjt'd of it's DpWar vigour ; thep v)if ni^aited 
*^ Down, to obedient tamenefs, make it couch 
" Apd ftew ftrange uicks, which vpu,, call iigns of 

faith : , • 

^' So filly fouls are guird, and you get moncjjr. 66p 
** Away ; n.o more. Captain, I'd havehereafter 
** This fellow write no lies of ray CQQverdon, 
** Becaufe he has crept uppo roy troubled hours." 

EnUr J4lffi:er. 

Jqf, Hold : eyes be dry ; 
Heart, ftrengthen me to bear 
This hideous (ight, and humble me, to take 
TTie laft forglvenefs of a dying friend, 
Betray'd by my vile falfhood, to his ruin. 
Oh, Pierre! 

Pier, Yet nearer. 

Jaf, Crawling on my knees, 
And proftrate on the earth, let me approach thee : 
How (hall I look up to thy injur'dface, 
That always us*d to fmile with friendship on me ? 
It darts an air of fo much manly virtue, 
That I, methinks, look little in thy fight, 
And ftripes are fitter for me, than embraces. 

Pier. Dear to my arms, tho* thou'ft undone my 
fame, 
I can't forget to love thee. Pr'ythee, Jaffier, 
Forgive that filthy blow my paffion dealt thc« ; 
I'm now preparing for the land of peace^ 
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And fain voold have the charitable wiflies 
Of all good men, like thee, to bkfs my joarney. 
Jaf. Good f I am the Tileft creature, worfe than 
e'er 
SuiTer'd the (Eameful fate thou'rt gobg to tafte of. 
*' Why was I fent for to be us'd thus kindly ? 
'* Call» call me yill9in« as Tarn.! defcribe 
" The foul complexion of my hateful deeds : 
, *• Lead me to th' rack, and flretch me in thy dead, 
*^ I've crimes enough to give it it's full load/ 
'' And do it credit : .thou wilt but fi>oil the ufe on't. 
*' And honeft men hereafter bear its figure 
^* About them, as a charm from treacherous frtend- 

fbip." 
Offi. The time grows fhort, your friends are dead 

already. 
J4. De^di 

PtoTn Yes, dead^ JafEer; theyVe all died like men 
too, 
Worthy their chara^er. 
Jaf. And what muil I do ? 
FUr. Oh, Jaffier! 

Jaf. Speak doud thy burthen 'd foul. 
And tell thy troubles to thy torturM friend. 

Pier, Friend ! Could'fl thou yet be a friend, a gc» 
nerous friend, 
J might hope comfort from thy noble forrows. 
Heav'n knows, I want a friend. 

*Jaf* And I a kind one. 
That would not thus fcom my repenting virtue, 
Or think when he's to die, my thoughts are idle. 
Fur. No\ IWe, 1 cYiW^^x\v^t^ V^^^* 
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Jaf. Yes, IwillUve: 
But it fhall be to fee thy fall reveog'd 
At fueh a rate, as Venice long ihall groan for. 

f\er. Wilt thou ? 

Jaf. I will, by Heav'n. 

Pier. Then ftill thou'rt noble, 
And I forgive thee. Oh !— yetp-4hall I truft thee > 

Jaf. No; I've been falfe already. 

Fur. Doft thou love me ? 

Jaf Rip up my heart, and fadsfy thy doubdngs. 

Fier. Curfe on this weaknefs. \Hc weeps. 

Jaf. Tears! Amazement! Tears! 
I never faw thee melted thus before ; 
And know there's fomething labouring in thy bofom. 
That muft have vent: Tho' I'm a vilJain, tell me. 

P'ter. See'ft thou that engine ? 

IPoittiing to the Wheel. 

>/. Why? 

Pief, Is't fit a foldier, who has liv'd with honour. 
Fought nation's quarrels, and been crown'd with con- 

qued, 
Be expos'd a common carcafe on a wheel? 

Jaf Hah! 

Pier. Speak! is't fitting ? 

Jaf Fitdng! 

Pier, Yes ; is't fitting ? 

Jaf What's to be done ? 

Fur. I'd have thee undertake 
Something that's noble, to preferve my memory 
From the difgrace that's ready to attaint it. 

qffi. The day grows late, Sir. 
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Pier. Ill make hafte. Oh, Js^t.U .. 
Tho' tbou'fl betrsiy'd me^ do me fame way jiiftke* 

Jaf. No more of that: ihy wifhes fliall be iatiafiodi 
1 have a wife, and ihe (hall bleed : my^hild toa. 
Yield up his little throat, . tad sH 

T' appeafe thee r 

{Cokg avfay, Pierri^ hglJs im. 

Pier. No — this— OP more. [^Hi ^hlffers ItSfitT. 

Jaf Hah! is'tthenfp^ 

Rar. Mofl: certaudy. 
. J^. I'U do it. 

Ften Remembcri.' 

Offi. Sir. 

Pier. Gome, sow I'm rea<}y,' 

{^He and Jaffier ajcend the fcaffoIcL 
Captain, you fhould be a gentleman of honour ; 
Keep off the rabble that I may have room 
To entertain my fate, and die with deceikcy. 
Come. 
{Takes off his gown^ executioner prepares to meet him* 

'* Fri. Son. 

** Pier, Hence, tempter. 

" Ofi. Stand off, prieft. 

*' Pier. I thank you. Sir." IToiheOjLer. 

You'll think on't ? {To Jaffier. 

J of. 'Twon't grow ftale before to-moirow. 

Pier^ Now, Jaffier ! now Pm going. Now — 

{Executioner having hound him, 

Jc^. Have at thee. 
Thou honeft heart, thea<.«4i«re {Stabs him. 

And this IS v/d\ loo, {Stabs himfelf. 
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/^. Now thou haft indeed been &ilhM, 
This was done nobly— We hare deceived the fenate. 

Jqf. Brareljr. 

Pier, Ha, ha, ha oh ! oh ! [Z)^x. 

yaf. Now, ye curs'd rulers, 
Thus of the blood y'ave fhed, I make libation 
And fpriflkle it mingling. May it reft upon you, 
And all your rac€. Be henceforth peace a ftranger 
W ithin your walls ; let plagues and famine wafte 
Your generation — Oh, poor Belvidcra ! 
Sir, I have a wife, bear this in fafety to her, 
A token that with my dying breath I blefs'd her. 
And the dear little infant left behind me. 
I'm fick— I'm quiet. f D/r/. 

" Offi. Bear this news to the fenate, 
" And guard their bodies, till there's further orders. 
** Heav'n grant I die fo wdL" £SceneJbuU upon them. 

Soft Mufc. Enter Belvidera diftraSed, ledhy two of 
her Women J Fkivli and Servants, 

PrL Strengthen her heart with patience, pitying 

Heav'n. 
BeL Come, come, come, come, come, nay, come 
to bed. 
Pr'ythee, ray love. The winds; hark how they 

whittle ; 
And the rain beats : Oh ! how the weather fhrioks 

me ! 
You are angry now, who cares ? Pifh, no indeed, 
Chufe then ; I fay you fhall not go, you (hall not ; 
Whip your ill-nature 5 get you gone tbsxi \ OVwV 
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Are yoa retnm'd ? See, father, here he's come again : 
Am I to blame to love him ? Oy thoo dear one, 
Why do you fly me ? Are you angry ftili4hen ? 
Jaffier, where art thou ? father why do you do thus ? 
Stand offf don't hide him from me. He's here fomer 
where. ^ 

Stand off, I fay: What gone ^ Remember't» tyrant: 
1 may revenge myfelf for this trick, one day. 
I'll do't— I'll do't. ^ « Renault's a nafly fellow; 
** Hang him, hang him, hang him." 

Enter Officer. 

Pr'u News, what news ? 

[Officer whifpers Priuli. 

Offi. Mofl fad, Sir ; 
Jaffier, upon the fcaffold, to prevent 
A (hameful death, ftabb'd Pierre, and next himfelf; 
Both fell together. 

Fri. Daughter. 

Bel Hal look there! 
My hufband bloody and his friend too ! Murder ! 
Who has done this \ Speak to me, thou fad vifion : 
On thefe poor trembling knees I beg it. Vanifti'd — 
Here they went down — Oh, I'll dig, dig the den up ! 
You (han't delude me thus. Hoa, Jaffier, Jaffier. 
Peep up, and give me but a look. 1 have him ! 
I've got him, father : Oh I " now how I'll fmugglc 

him !" 
My love! my dear! my bleffing! help me! hdpme! 
They have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom. 
Nay — now thty ip\i\\ fo \i^x4— fwewel — \D\eu 



Act V, VENICE PRESERVED. 121 

« Mmd. She's dead ; 
" Breathlefs and dead." 

Pr'u Oh ; guard roe from the fight on't. 
Lead me into fome place that's fit for mourning : 
Where tlie free air, light, and the chearful fun, 
May never enter : hang it round with black : 
Set up one taper, that may laft a day, 
As long as I've to live ; and there all leave me , 

Sparing no tears, when you this tale relate. 

But bid all cruel fathers dread my fate. 

[^Exenni onrnes* 
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EPILOGUE. 



JiHE Text is donCf and notufor appUcationi 

And when thafs ended^ pafi your approbation. 

Though the Confpiraefs prevented here^ 

Methinks I fee another hatching there : 

And there s a certain fa&ion fain would fivay^ 

If they hadjlrength enough^ and damn this play : 

But this the author bid me boldly fay ^ 

If any take this plainnefs in ill part ^ 

He's glad on* t from the bottom of his heart. 

Poets in honour of the truth Jhould writer 

With the fame f^rit brave men for it fight. 

j^nd though again/1 him eaufelefs hatreds rife^ 

And daily where he goes oflatehefpies 

Thefcowls offullen and revengeful eyes ; 

*Tis what he knows ^ with much contempt^ to bear, 

Andferves a caufe too good to let him fear. 

He fears nopoifonfrom an incensed drabf 

No ruffian*s five foot fwordy nor rajcal'sflab ; 

Nor any other fnares of mif chief laid ^ 

Not a Rofe- Alley cudgel ambufcade^ 

From any private caufe where malice reigns j 

Or general pique all blockheads have to brains s 

Nothing fhall daunt his pen, when truth does calf, 

Nof not the * pi&ure-mangler at Guildhall, 

* He that cut the Duke of York's ^lavit^v 



EPILOGUE. 



The reM'trUtCf of whub ihat vermin's one^ 
Have now fet forward^ and their courfe begun ; 

And while thai princess figure they deface y 
As they before had maffacredhis nanuj 

Durfi their bafe fears but look him in the face ^ 
They^d ufe his per/on as theyve us'd his fame : 
A face in which fuch lineaments they read 
Of that great martyr* s^ whofe rich blood they Jhed^ 
That their rebelTtous hate tiey fi'dl retain^ 
And in his Jon would murder him again. 
With indignation then let each brave heart 
Rouze and unite f to take hit it^ur'dpart ; 
'Tilt royal love andgoodnefs call him home. 
And Jongs ojtrium^ meet him as he come : 
^Till Heav'n his honour and our peace refiore% 
And villains never wrong his virtue more^ 






